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Poetry  &  Prose 


Cold  Turkey 
by  Lisa  Swiderski 

Warm  and  tender  is  good 

but  cold  turkey  is  better 

Gravy,  mashed  potatoes, 

and  all  the  trimmings 

are  fine  on  Thanksgiving  Day, 

but  what  I  really  want 

is  cold  turkey 

on  two  pieces  of  bread 

with  cheese  and  mustard 

It  is  much  better  that  way 

Affectionate  and  flirty  is  fine 
but  insults  and  jokes  are  better 
that  is  the  way  you  operate 
Rocket  bowling,  movies  in  the 
basement,  and  Steak  n  Shake 
are  the  things  we  would  do 
our  relationship  was  toxic 
I  had  to  cleanse  myself 
from  you  like  a  bad  habit 
It  was  for  my  own  sake 

Cold  turkey  is  so  much  better 
It  is  much  faster- 
no  dirty  dishes 
no  sleepy  eyes 
It  can't  be  what  it  is  not 
Cold  turkey  is  simple 
some  how  uncomplicated 
It  is  less  work, 
but  still  gets  the  job  done 
Cold  turkey  hits  the  spot 


Parade 

by  Ian  Wright 

Buzzing  victory 
Sun-soaked  Roma 

Festival  of  tyranny 
When  I  was  only  three 

Belly  of  revolution 
In  1922 

Panzers  and  howitzers 
Boom  Boom  Boom 

Silence  crushed 
Cease  this  noise 

Little  ears  ache  from 
The  carnivorous  crowds 

I'm  a  frightened  child 
In  the  nightmare  town 

Balloons  all  floating 
Green-white-red 

Clip-clop  of  cavalry 
Demons  with  guns 

Fascist  faces 
Under  helmet  cages 

Step-a-step-a-step 
The  soldiers  march 

Black  shirt  for  a 
Black  heart 

Painted  wooden  soldiers 
In  my  toy  box  land 

City  of  confetti 
Swirling  in  dreams 

I  shiver  under  the  boot 
Of  Benito  Mussolini 


...  "and  they  teach  what  won't  be  learnt" 
by  Irving  Gamboa 

The  man  with  the  brown  coat  sat  lonely. 
Pen  on  his  hand 

Papers  on  his  desk 
NUMB3RSonhis...  mind. 

The  taste  of  coffee  was  still  fresh  in  his  mouth. 

"The  minor  of  the  element  is  contained  in  the  matrix,  the  minor  must  be  changed-alternating  between  A,  B,  C,  and  D. 
Negative  2  could  be  pulled  out  to  the  outside.  The  rows  will  CHANGE.  The  equation  will  CHANGE.  THE  MATRIX 
WILL  CHANGE." 

He  thought 

He  pondered 
He  hurt 

He,  a  slave. 
He  picked  up  his  papers  with  no  interest  at  all. 

He  drank  his  coffee  with  no  emotion. 
He  said  "hello". 

He  said  "good  bye". 
He  walked,  counting  each  and  every  step.  Each  and  every  line.  Each  and  every  face 
HE  SAW. 
Each  and  every  breath.  Each  and  every  heartbeat. 

Each  and  every  movement  of  that  fucking  lH/Lo  €/  inside  his  head. 

He  walked  into  his  room. 

"Hello.  How  are  we  doing  today?" 

"Good",  they  repeated  with  no  meaning  on  their  words. 

"How  was  everyone's  weekend?  Does  anyone  have  an  INTERESTING  story  they  would  like  to  share!"  he  asked  with  a 

smile. 

"We  won  our  cheerleading  competition  Saturday!"  said  the  pretty  girl  in  pink. 

"Awesome!  How  was  it?" 

(B1G5M1L3) 
"It  was  pretty  good.  How  was  your  weekend?" 
"Did  you  go  swimming  with  sharks?" 
"Did  you  go  ski  diving?" 
"Did  you  do  anything  fun?" 
"NO. 

I  didn't  get  a  CHANCE  to  do  anything  fun  this  weekend. 
I  graded  papers. 

I  wrote  some  of  my  thesis  for  school. 
And  I  wrote  most  of  the  finals."  (THE  NOISE,  THE  NOISE) 
"Oh,  that  SUCKS  (that  GOD  DAMN  noise  inside  his  head)". 

"yes 
It  does". 


Bindings 
by  Cindi  Knox 

I  was  a  book 

you  thought  you  knew,  you  had 

skimmed  the  chapters,  or  at  least 

read  the  titles. 

And  you  bought  me,  paid 
with  all  you  had.  your  life, 
never  knowing  the  subtext, 

the  truth  within. 

Yet  a  book  doesn't  know 
itself,  and  I  could  not  tell  you 

how  I  would  end. 

You  were  everything 
I  had  already  read  in  you, 
like  silver,  pure  but 

tending  to  tarnish. 


But  I  am  not  silver, 

I  did  not  even  know  what  I  was 

until  seen  against 

your  polished  reflection 

As  my  book  unfolded,  you 

could  not  accept  the  plot  twists,  and  I 

took  the  new  pages  to  another 

who  could  bear  the  story. 

I  could  not  reimburse 
the  fee  you  paid. 
You  never  even 

read  another  book. 


Lepidoptera 
by  Cindi  Knox 

Worm, 

they  called  her. 

She  had  no  say  in  her  name. 


Cruel  school  taunts,  shame 
She  hid,  she  changed. 
Becoming  not  a  butterfly. 
But  a  moth. 


They  still  call  her 
Worm. 


Sidewalk 
by  Ian  Wright 

Strolling  the  sidewalk  on  my  way  to  school 
Sunny  day,  no  gray  in  sight 
Books  in  hand, 

pass  the  ice  cream  stand 
Classmates  walk  beside 

Mothers  feeding  children 

Fathers  off  to  work 

Streets  humming, 
gardens  buzzing 

Busy  on  the  sidewalk. 

But  what  is  this?  In  the  sky? 
An  airship?  A  strange  winged  one?  Come  to  say 

Hello 
to 
Me 

? 

No,  it  is  the  bringer  of  death 

with  stars  and  stripes  -  - 
Made  in  America. 
It  drops 
drops 
DROPS...  crash. 

explosion. 

Screams,  blood,  fire 
Horror  in  my  eyes 

skin  burns,  it  peels 

boils  like  fat  in  a 

simmering 
pot  on  mother's  stove 

Shadows  burned  on  the  sidewalk...  frozen  shadows, 
mangled  arms 
mangled  legs 

d  a  n  c  i  n  g  in  shadows 


10 


Sirens 

wails  of  police 

Fire  and  brightness  around  me 
Buildings  fall  like  fallen  kings 
Lean  like 
tired 

spires 


Thank  you  empire  of  red 
white 
and  blue 


You  have  bejeweled  our  country 
with  your  gift  of 
death 


You  have  won  your  little 
WAR 

You  rejoice 
You  drink 
You  laugh 

While  my  classmates  waste  away. 


While  my  people  look  for  their  arms 

and  legs 

And  search 

For  their  shadows 

that  have  left  them  for  the 

Sidewalk. 
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Phone  Call  to  a  Boy 
by  Serenity  Tomala 

It's  ringing. 
Ring. 
Ring. 
Ring. 

Heart  pounding, 

my  throat  is  arid. 

phone  slips  out  of  my  hands... 

oh  God,  he  answered. 

Should  I  hang  up? 

Uh....Hi. 

It's  Suzanne.   From  French. 

/  wonder  if  he  remembers  me. 

His  voice  makes  me  melt. 

I  can 't  even  stand. 

I  sit  behind  you. 

How's  it  going? 

Me? 

Horrible. 

But  you  ? 

You  're  always  good. 

You  're  smart  and  sexy. 

You  're  confident  and  fun. 

You  're  an  Angel, 

with  a  baseball  cap  for  a  halo. 
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Um...l  was  wondering... 

What  was  I  thinking?!?!?!? 

He  7/  never  say  yes. 

I  can 't  do  it. . . 

What  was  the  homework  from  today? 

I'm  such  a  loser. 

Thanks. 

Hang  up. 

Damnit. 
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symbols  (all  that's  left  of  a  shattered  faith) 

by  David  Doran 

Little  metal  toy, 
suspended  like  a  halo 

of  tarnished  links 

round  a  sinners  neck. 

A  shield  for  the  time 

to  hide  my  beliefs 

and  my  tired  convictions  behind. 

But  tin,  not  Kevlar, 

I  am  wounded, 

bleeding  from  the  bullets 

of  Darwin, 

of  Atheism. 

As  useful  as  a  breastplate 

in  the  sights  of  a  sniper, 

the  headshot  of  doubt 

always  drains  the  morale, 

leaving  a  heap  of  fear 

and  indecision 

to  cling  to  a  cross 

that  is  only  but  belief. 


caffiene  and  a  restless  mind 

by  David  Doran 

all  is  black  and  white, 
like  a  hitchcock, 

but  it's  early, 

too  early  to  rise 

and  too  late  to 

say  good  night. 

so  i  lay  here 

silently  arguing  insomnia, 

waiting  for 

a  monster, 

a  demon,  no, 

a  man  from 

barker's  dreams 

(because 

he  is  both), 

come  to  ravage 

my  sleepless  soul. 

it  is  too  early  and  too  late 

and  the  drink 

is  the  poison 

more  than  the  antidote. 


14 


Streetscape 

by  Kristian  Englert 

I  roll  up  this  city  setting 

Where  truth  hinges  on  a  broken  wrist  mind  set 

Splattering  a  painted  conscience  over  everything 

On  undone  streets  where  the  sun  is  hatching 
bright  side  up,  frying  fog  forming  a  vignette 
I  flip  this  sun  as  it  is  setting 

The  fragrance  of  this  spectacle  leaves  my  toes  tingling 
The  surreal  casting  the  real  upon  my  silhouette 
Cooking  my  conscience  until  my  heart  beat  is  solidifying 

Drenched  by  the  sun's  silver  tongue,  my  existence  is  petrifying 
I  want  to  be  Merlin  and  the  marionette 
I  am  tied  to  this  city  setting 

Dangling  by  the  devils  shoe  strings 

I  am  no  angel  yet 

And  the  journey  into  becoming  nothing  is  never  ending 

Consumed  by  the  consummation  of  us,  your  countenance  is  engraving 

Scribbling  without  line  or  hand,  an  illiterate  alphabet 

I  have  to  put  down  this  city  setting 

When  en  enigmatic  painter  splatters  my  consciousness  across  everything 
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Broken  Girl 
by  Adam  Bernas 

She  is  confused 

Has  been  used 

Upset  and  angry 

Sad  and  lonely 

Sick  of  life 

It's  just  not  right 

Her  eyes  turn  bright 

But  not  tonight 

Her  mistakes  many 

Her  life  empty 

The  broken  girl  lies  down 

On  her  bed  of  shame 

Trying  to  restrain  her  tears  Sigh 

Never  successful  by  §hi 

Always  resentful 

Of  others  im  so  sad 

Who  judge  her  im  just  so  sad 

On  her  past  my  cheeks  burn  fiercely 

from  the  flood  of  tears  that  have  fallen 

i  feel  as  though 

i  am  a  prisoner 

trapped  inside  a  box  with  no  doors 

i  am  lost 

although  my  inner  voice  speaks- 

it  is  not  heard 

why  does  the  world 

pretend  to  care 

when  in  reality 

they  only  care  to  mock 

your  tears 

if  i  fade  away  right  now 

would  my  memory  fade  away 

just  as  fast 

or  would  it  linger 

until  tomorrow? 

if  i  were  to  fall  right  now 

who  would  catch  me 

if  i  were  to  let  go 

how  far  would  i  fall 

am  i  feeling  sorry  for  myself 

or  feeling  the  sorrow  of  my  soul? 
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Challenge 
by  Shi 

A  challenge  is  keeping  the  heat  on 

So  you  dont  freeze  to  death  in  the  winter 

A  challenge  is  keeping  the  gas  on 

Avoiding  having  to  boil  water  on  a  hot  plate  for  a  bath 

A  challenge  is  walking  6  blocks  in  100  degree  weather 

just  to  hop  on  a  bus  for  an  hour  to  go  to  work 

A  challenge  is  making  rent 

Or  avoiding  the  police  when  you  know  they  wanna 

Fukk  with  you 

A  challenge  is  keeping  your  mind  right 

When  everything  and  everyone  seems  to  be  out  to 

Bring  you  down 

A  challenge  is  saving  for  your  dreams 

A  challenge  is  making  your  food  stamps  last  a  whole  month 

A  challenge  is  keeping  your  cell  phone  on 

A  challenge  is  knowing  who  to  trust  and  with  what 

A  challenge  is  protecting  your  heart  from 

A  bitch  who  dont  give  a  fukk  about  you 

A  challenge  is  just  waking  up  to  live  another  day  in  the  ghetto 

A  challenge  is  keeping  your  head  high  and  faith  in  God 

A  challenge  is  not  giving  in  to  the  devils  lies 

A  challenge  is  finding  a  bitch  that  you  can  count  on 

To  love  you,  adore  you, 

cherish  you  and  always  hold  you  down 

A  challenge  was  getting  my  heart 

You  got  it 

So  with  all  that  you  fight  against  every  day 

Why  do  you  need  another  challenge? 
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The  calm  course 

(Wave  after  wave  tilt  in  a  surge  of  waves) 

by  Irving  Gamboa 

The  blowing  winds  manifest  ardent  in  the  billow 
With  oracles  all  night  long, 
Translucid  water,  timeless  and  nameless: 

"Art  must  be  that  sort  of  mirror.  " 
Agate  women  posses  blinded  eyes  that  see  the  agate  sun, 
Like  empty  stones  staring  into  the  gilded  horizon 
Returning,  like  dawn  and  the  sunset. 

With  empty  feet  atop  humid  bones 
I  shall  erase  the  pyramids,  the  medallions,  and  come  full  circle, 
Like  the  flash  of  wings  unfolding  in  the  sky, 
Bodiless  and  formless, 

And  I  shall  also  say: 

"Of  all  the  days  of  man  and  his  years, 

I  bequeath  nothingness  to  no  one, 

It  is  the  chant  of  the  fleshed  Gods:  The  weight  of  the  intolerable  universe." 

And  I  am  hearing: 

I  am  hearing  the  last  bird  passing,  yet  remaining,  a  mirror  to  the  same 

Continents  and  faces, 

A  mirror  made  of  the  suffering  of  God 

Framed  with  the  myriad  of  his  thousand  faces 

Framed  in  a  perimeter  of  fire 
From  which  the  heat  could  be  felt: 

Forever  arriving: 

"A  tree  deep-rooted  yet  dancing  still, 

Naked  and  irreversible  screams  bent  in  the  horizon, 

Now  I  am  looking  on  the  final  sunset. 

To  feel  that  waking  is  another  dream, 

A  dream  of  foam  and  fog  and  dew, 

A  massive  burden  like  the  tears  of  the  chosen  Mary  whose  endless  faith  brought  forth  her  endless  suffering  and  eternal 

madness" 
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Forever  arriving: 

The  destruction 

Disintegrating  the  universal  fingerprints 
Forever  arriving: 

A  crystal  willow,  a  poplar  of  water, 
The  womb  of  sound,  and  the  womb  of  noise, 
Epicenter  of  creation. 
Epicenter  of  being, 

The  sand  that  rails  beyond  the  perimeter, 
Yet  remains  buried  in  the  center  of  the  sphere. 
And  I  am  hearing: 

I  am  hearing  the  last  bird  passing,  yet  remaining,  a  mirror  to  the  same 

Continents  and  faces, 

A  mirror  made  of  the  suffering  of  God 

Framed  with  the  myriad  of  his  thousand  faces, 

I  am  hearing  the  last  bird  rotted  in  the  winds, 
Decayed  and  cancerous  in  all  four  directions, 
I  am  hearing  the  last  squeak 
A  squeak  of  two  thousand  voices, 

A  squeak  of  irrelevant  pain, 
A  squeak  of  madness, 

Corrosive  noise  of  innocent  flesh,  and  infant  rape 
Echoing  beyond  the  structure  of  history  like  a  metal  wound, 

These  tears  and  these  snapped  bones  shall  be  erased 
Like  the  pyramids,  the  medallions,  the  faces, 

And  the  essence: 
And  I  am  hearing: 

I  am  hearing  the  last  bird  passing,  yet  remaining,  a  mirror  to  the  same 
Mirror:  the  mirror  that  must  be  of  that  sort: 
The  reflecting  god  wants  everyone  dead, 

And  the  last  squeak  is  his  orgasm, 
The  reflecting  god  is  dead, 
And  the  ashes  of  his  thought,  the  creation  of  our  billow 
The  billow  of  flames  and  writhing  virgin  skin: 

I  am  hearing  the  last  bird. 

The  last  squeak  of  existence, 

Feathers  of  blood:  a  sound  and  symbol, 

In  the  death  of  dream,  and 

In  the  dream  of  death:  like  the  myriad  of  mirrors, 

The  unhurried  spring  that  will  never  come, 

I  am  hearing  the  last  bird: 

The  last  squeak  echoes: 
"To  see  water  with  eyes  closed  welling  over  the  stars.  " 
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when  you  notice  the  strings 
by  David  Doran 

what  a  fool  i've  been 

to  have  loved  one  such  as  you, 

watch  and  you  would  swear  she  walks, 

listen  and  you'd  swear  she  talks, 

nothing  but  clever  illusions. 

no  one  sees  the  strings 

of  a  mind  i  loved,  a  voice  i  cherished, 

a  form  and  figure  i  adored, 

silly  me  to  have  loved  a  toy, 

a  puppet,  childs  play,  nothing  more. 
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Break  Up 
by  J.  E.  Nolan,  Jr. 


Awful  words  you  said 

Each  embedded  upon  my  psyche 

Seared  upon  my  soul 

Sacrificed  to  the  wind  of  your  whim 

You  left  me  alone 

Careless  in  your  disregard  of  my  heart 

You  drenched  the  flame  of  my  love 

In  your  sea  of  spite 

Upon  the  altar  of  self  interest 

You  tore  open  my  spirit 

Dashed  it  onto  the  sharp  edge  of  your  selfishness 

You  have  impaled  me  with 

The  cruelty  of  your  contempt 

I  lie  broken  within  the  realm  of 

Your  mean-spirited  malice 

Awaiting  a  new  love 

To  break  me  again 
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That  Silence  of  Night 
by  J.  E.  Nolan,  Jr. 

That  silence  of  night 

Engulfs  me 

Deafens  me 

Terrifies  me 

Persecutes  me 

That  bitter  silence  of  night 

That  silence  of  night 

Swaddles  me 

Quiets  me 

Soothes  me 

Comforts  me 

That  sweet  silence  of  night 
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My  Friend 

by  Megan  Twietmeyer 

The  time  we  spent- 1  can't  forget- 

I  never  felt  so  free 

As  when  you  stood  beside  and  held  me  tight, 

You  made  it  safe  for  me. 

We  laughed  and  played  but  things  have  changed 

And  now  it's  plain  to  see 

That  we're  grown  up  now,  it's  memories  how 

We  let  go,  can't  you  see. 

You  held  me  strong  and  you  did  no  wrong 

But  we  just  weren't  meant  to  be. 

And  still  I  know  that  deep  inside 

I  will  love  you,  eternally, 

Until  the  end. 
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Lead  Me  On 

by  Lisa  Swiderski 

Out  at  the  bar  with  you 
We're  having  a  couple  drinks 

I  really  like  you  a  lot 
You  will  lead  me  on,  I  think 

Out  in  the  parking  lot 
We're  ready  to  leave 
You  ask  me  to  your  place  ' 
What  a  relief! 

Lead  me  on 
Tell  me  what 
I  want  to  hear 

I  failed  to 

make  it  clear 

how  much  I  care 

Out  in  my  car 

anxiously  anticipating 

arriving  at  your  door 

can't  stand  the  waiting 

Out  of  my  coat 

I  unzip  my  boots 

sit  on  the  couch 

wind  up  next  to  you 

Lead  me  on 

by  doing  everything 

exactly  right 

Make  me  fall 

even  more  in  love 

not  a  fair  fight 

Out  of  breath 

waiting  to  see 

what  will  come  next 

how  you  will  treat  me 

Out  of  words  to  express 

the  disappointment  I  feel 

Did  you  have  so  much  alcohol 

you  can't  seal  the  deal? 
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Lead  me  on 

tell  me  what  you 

want  me  to  hear 

They  are  just 

meaningless  words  now 

You  forgot  to  make  that  clear 

Out  in  my  car  again 

wondering  what  the  hell 

just  happened 

I  really  can't  tell 

Out  of  my  mind  I  guess 

to  have  wanted  things 

to  progress  but  at  least 

I'd  know  your  true  feelings 

Lead  me  on 

by  keeping  me 

in  your  life 

It  does  more 

harm  than  good 

Now  I'm  even  lonely  at  night 
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unforgiven  dissonance 
by  David  Doran 

The  room  was  quiet.  It  usually  got  that  way  after  an  argument  with  Tiff.  The  silence  painted  over  the 

room  with  her  melancholy  eyes.  They  hadn't  always  been  so  sad.  They  had  started  to  change  over 

the  past  few  months  of  unrest.  Mark  was  always  working.  The  time  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer 

when  she  would  need  him  by  her  side.  She  looked  down  at  her  swollen  belly.  She  had  wished  so 

many  times  that  is  was  only  swelling  that  occurred  within  her  womb.  That  it  would  only  take  a 

doctors  pill  and  all  her  worries  would  go  away. 

But  it  wasn't  and  she  knew  what  was  happening  was  necessary  for  life  to  assume  some  type  of 

normalacy.  She  just  hated  being  away  from  marks  side  for  so  long. 

"I  just  wish  you  didn't  have  to  work  so  much.  You're  burning  out.  You  aren't  getting  enough  sleep 

and  I  know  you  were  late  for  work  this  morning.  Couldn't  you  just  quit  murphy's  and  go  down  to 

one  job?  I'm  sure  he'd  understand." 

He  looked  up  at  her,  trying  to  wash  the  anger,  the  frustration  from  his  face.  It  had  always  been  hard 

to  stay  mad  at  Tiff.  This  time  was  different  though. 

"You  just  don't  understand!"  Mark  could  feel  the  fury  burning  in  his  veins.  A  familiar  fire  that  came 

everytime  he  thought  of  his  always  absent  father. 

"I  will  not  put  my  son  through  what  I  went  through.  No  more  discussion  Tiffany!  I'll  manage.  We'll 

manage.  We  will  get  through  this." 

"I  know  we'll  get  through  this  Mark.  But  I  would  still  like  to  see  you  take  some  more  time  off.  At 

least  while-" 

"I  can't!  We're  barely  making  it  by  as  it  is!  You  seem  to  think  that  I  want  to  work  this  much!" 

"No  I  do  not!  I  just  don't  want  you  to  kill  yourself  over  me  and  Matthew!  What  good  is  working  this 

much  if  you  never  get  to  enjoy  your  life?" 

"How  can  I  enjoy  anything  if  we  don't  have  a  roof  to  live  under?  Food,  clothes,  utilities.  They  all 

cost  money!  What  is  there  to  enjoy  if  I  don't  work." 

"You're  being  overdramatic !  We  won't  be  out  on  the  streets  if  you  just  took  some  time  off."  She 

paused  to  look  him  straight  in  the  eyes.  "You'll  wind  up  being  gone  more  than  your  father  wa-" 

It  all  happened  so  fast,  Mark  didn't  have  time  to  understand  what  he  did.  He  didn't  know  why  his 

finger  tips  stung,  or  why  she  was  on  the  ground  kneeling  before  him. 

There  was  a  look  in  her  eyes  he  had  never  seen  before.  Not  in  her  reflection,  nor  in  the  pictures  of 

her  in  the  hallway. 

He  didn't  try  to  stop  her  as  she  stormed  out  of  the  room.  He  just  slouched  against  the  wall  with  his 

head  in  his  hands,  listening  to  the  sound  of  the  front  door  slam  and  the  old  chevy  turn  over.  He  just 

sat,  looking  through  his  pain  licked  fingers  like  a  cage.  He  loved  her.  From  the  very  first  moment  he 

laid  eyes  on  her  to  the  very  last. 

There  was  a  small  knock  on  the  door.  Mark  didn't  move. 

"Mark?  Mark  honey.  Who  were  you  talking  to?" 

he  shifted  his  gaze  up,  letting  his  hands  silently  drop  to  his  sides. 

"No  one  mom.  It  was  no  one." 

"Oh."  She  left  the  light  off,  choosing  to  open  the  drapes  instead.  The  moonlight  poured  through  the 

window  illuminating  the  small  room.  "Mr.  Murphy  called.  He  wanted  to  know  if  you  would  be 

coming  into  work  this  week." 

She  paused  a  moment,  looking  around  the  room. 


26 


"I'll  tell  him  you're  ill  if  he  calls  again."  No  response.  Finally  she  crossed  the  floor,  picking  up  the 

picture  frame  on  the  table  and  left  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind  her. 

It  took  a  second  for  her  eyes  to  adjust,  but  she  already  knew  out  of  memory  what  she  would  see.  It 

was  a  darkened  hallway,  adorned  with  pictures,  lit  only  by  a  small  lamp  at  the  far  end. 

And  there  was  a  little  boy. 

"Is  he  gonna  come  down  for  my  birthday  grandma?"  he  asked  quietly. 

"'No  Matty.  Daddy's  not  feeling  well  today."  She  looked  down  at  the  little  boy  with  a  sad  smile.  "You 

know  you're  a  very  special  boy,  Matty,"  she  said  handing  him  the  frame  and  running  her  hands 

through  his  loose  auburn  hair.  "Come  now,  let's  go  put  mommy  up  for  the  night." 
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Leaving  You 
by  Adam  Bernas 

An  envelope  lay  on  the  counter  waiting  to  be  opened.  It  read  "Jack  Thurman  1600  N  Cass  Street,  United  States 
Marine  Core."  The  letter  Jack  had  feared  for  long,  he  had  served  only  three  months  in  Iraq  and  what  he  saw  was  not 
what  he  wanted  to  see  again.  The  horrible  images  of  soldiers  dying  for  what?  He  had  joined  the  Marines  because  he 
wanted  to  go  to  school,  school  his  family  could  not  afford  to  send  him  to.  Jack  a  loving  husband  to  his  wife  Margret,  and 
his  son  Andrew  whom  was  only  three.  When  he  looked  into  Andrew's  eyes  he  knew  those  were  eyes  he  wanted  to  see 
forever;  he  wanted  to  see  his  son  turn  thirteen,  sixteen,  thirty.  It  had  changed  his  whole  out  look  on  life;  he  was  a  lost 
boy,  before  he  had  met  the  love  of  his  life.  He  used  to  be  a  real  arrogant  asshole  to  those  who  tried  to  be  close.  Joining 
the  marines  seemed  like  the  best  option  it  woke  him  up  to  reality. 

When  he  arrived  home  from  the  war,  he  arrived  with  a  new  outlook  on  life.  He  appreciated  people  for  what  they 
did,  not  disregarding  them  as  before.  It  was  a  Friday  night  in  the  middle  of  fall,  the  wind  blew  ever  so  slightly,  and  he 
had  seen  a  face,  with  bright  beautiful  eyes.  He  was  always  an  over  confident  arrogant  person,  but  this  women  struck  him 
so  differently.  He  did  not  know  what  to  say  to  her  or  how  to  even  say  it.  She  had  said  "Hello."  He  kindly  replied  "How 
are  you?  My  name  is  Jack."  Nothing  after  that  really  mattered.  They  went  on  dates;  they  were  all  magic.  The  love  grew 
like  a  flower  slowly  and  peacefully.  Jack's  commitment  to  the  Marines  did  not  affect  the  relationship  it  only  made  her 
have  more  respect  for  him. 

Margaret  was  the  kind  of  girl  everyone  loved.  You  could  not  hate  her,  her  face  so  gentle  and  heart  warming. 
How  much  she  cared  for  everyone  was  the  brightest  spot  of  her  personality.  When  Andrew  was  first  born,  she  held  the 
sweet  innocent  child  in  her  arms,  and  smiled  it  seemed  forever.  It  seemed  as  if  that  smile  would  be  on  her  face  for  as  long 
as  she  lived,  as  long  as  she  got  to  see  little  Andrew  grow  and  mature.  She  had  known  of  Jack's  childhood  his  rebellious 
attitude  towards  everything,  being  a  twenty  one  year  old  punk,  with  the  balls  to  tell  anybody  to  fuck  off.  If  she  had  met 
that  Jack,  she  would  of  wanted  nothing  to  do  with  him.  Guys  like  that  were  a  dime  a  dozen  she  thought.  They  would 
only  care  for  so  long  then  it  would  be  over.  They  would  say  things,  say  they  would  never  hurt  you,  but  then  turn  around 
and  hurt  you  and  think  nothing  of  it. 

The  early  days  in  the  Marines  had  been  tough  on  Jack.  He  was  not  used  to  dealing  with  orders.  Orders  were  all 
he  ever  heard,  he  was  real  sick  of  it,  and  almost  quit  many  of  times.  But  hanging  in  there  he  learned  to  trust  people, 
learned  that  race  and  color  played  no  role  in  how  much  people  could  care:  being  in  the  battlefields  and  watching  troops 
get  blown  away;  backing  up  troops  on  seek  and  destroy  missions  left  the  appreciation  in  his  heart  forever.  He  was  so 
glad  to  get  to  return  home,  the  thought  never  entered  his  head  that  he  might  have  to  go  back.  He  was  home  to  remake 
himself,  to  show  people  that  he  was  not  some  rebel  asshole,  that  he  was  a  person  with  a  heart,  and  feelings. 

Many  of  his  childhood  friends  would  not  associate  with  him  anymore,  they  felt  it  pointless.  Margaret  was  the 
only  one  that  gave  him  a  chance,  and  so  blessed  he  was  for  this  chance  to  be  with  the  most  caring,  loving,  beautiful  girl 
he  had  ever  seen.  She  would  be  in  Iris  heart  forever,  and  they  were  set  to  raise  there  son,  and  live  a  happy  life. 
They  had  sat  down  for  breakfast  when  he  showed  her  the  letter.  "I  always  feared  this  I  had  so  many  close  calls  last  time, 
I  was  very  lucky  to  make  it  out  of  there  alive."  "I  know  sweetie."  Margaret  began  to  cry.  Jack  put  his  arms  around  her 
comforting  her,  telling  her  it  was  ok.  "Listen  Margaret  my  love  for  you  is  so  strong  we  I  will  be  back  I  promise,  I  will  not 
allow  this  war  to  tear  us  apart." 

Jack  boarded  his  plane  off  to  Ohio.  From  there  he  would  be  sent  out  to  Iraq  in  a  couple  of  days  upon  is  arrival. 
He  sat  motionless  just  thinking  to  himself  on  the  plane,  how  he  might  never  see  her  again.  His  family  meant  so  much  to 
him,  so  did  the  soldiers  he  had  fought  with.  He  knew  he  could  not  let  them  down,  they  changed  the  whole  shape  of  his 
life,  without  them  it  is  doubtful  he  would  of  ever  met  a  women  like  Margaret.  But  he  did  his  time  four  years  got 
everything  out  of  it  he  needed.  They  told  him  he  had  to  remain  in  the  reserves,  with  the  current  situation  they  could  not 
allow  him  to  leave  the  marines  for  good.  The  thought  of  being  home  made  that  fact  meaningless  at  the  time.  Now 
everything  came  full  circle,  remembering  flamethrowers  used  to  clean  out  caves  of  hidden  enemies.  How  those  enemies 
hated  him  so  much,  based  on  his  uniform.  The  American  flag  attached  to  his  uniform,  the  hate  so  real,  fighting  people 
that  would  sacrifice  there  lives  just  to  see  him  not  return  to  what  mattered  to  him  most.  He  was  fearful  he  would  not 
return  this  time  in  one  piece. 

Night  had  fallen,  and  his  group  had  found  a  place  to  sleep  for  the  night.  All  eight  of  them  were  tired;  they  had 
been  searching  for  the  leader  of  a  group  of  Iraqi  rebels  the  whole  day.  They  had  not  found  them,  but  they  were  rumored 
to  be  armed  and  dangerous.  Jack  had  fallen  asleep  quite  fast,  tired  of  the  walking.  In  the  middle  of  the  night  he  heard  a 
noise.  He  awoke  to  see  nothing,  but  the  noise  returned  minutes  later.  Footsteps  they  sounded  like,  he  grabbed  his  rifle 
and  remained  silent.  From  behind  the  tent  before  Jack  had  a  chance  to  turn  around  completely  a  man  whose  face  was 
disguised  ran  charging  at  the  tent  with  four  pounds  of  C4  attached  to  his  body.  Jack  or  the  other  soldiers  could  not 
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respond  in  time,  all  of  them  were  wiped  out.  Jack  could  still  breath  he  was  alive,  able  to  move  one  hand  to  feel  the  blood 
oozing  like  water  all  over  his  body. 

A  medical  chopper  took  Jack  back  to  the  base;  his  legs  and  arms  were  in  such  horrendous  shape.  Emergency 
surgery  was  performed  they  could  not  save  any  of  his  limbs.  He  remained  in  serious  condition  for  a  week,  before  the 
soldier's  heart  stopped  ticking.  The  human  clock  could  not  be  reset;  Jack's  last  thoughts  were  of  Margaret,  and  his  young 
beautiful  son.  Andrew  who  would  grow  up  without  a  father,  jack's  vision  in  those  final  days  made  him  cry.  The  only 
thoughts  of  Andrew  were  visions  he  would  never  know. 

Margaret  was  notified  of  Jack's  death.  She  cried  for  days  on  end,  how  was  she  ever  to  explain  to  little  innocent 
Andrew  how  he  would  never  see  daddy  again.  Andrew  had  been  so  cute  in  asking  about  his  dad  as  well  often  slurring 
words  together.  "Where's  Daddy0"  Andrew  would  say  with  a  bright  smile  on  his  face.  Margaret  would  just  tell  him  he 
was  away  for  awhile;  the  young  child  could  not  possibly  understand  what  his  father  was  doing. 

When  it  finally  set  in  Margaret  opened  the  envelope  that  had  arrived  with  the  announcement  of  Jack's  passing. 
She  had  kindly  explained  to  Andrew  that  daddy  would  not  be  present  anymore.  He  took  it  with  great  sadness,  but  the 
child  still  smiled  with  such  happiness  that  made  Margaret  smile.  The  envelope  contained  a  note  jack  managed  to  write  on 
his  last  night.  The  letter  simply  read 

"I  miss  you  very  much  my  love.  I  hope  both  you  and  Andrew  are  doing  well,  It  is  really  hard  being  away  from 
the  two  people  I  love  most.  I  will  always  love  you,  no  matter  what  happens,  I  do  not  mean  to  worry  you,  but  I 
have  a  strange  feeling  about  tonight.  It  is  not  like  other  nights,  there  seems  to  be  something  different  in  the  air.  I 
chose  not  to  go  on  about  it;  I  really  do  not  want  you  to  worry.  I  love  you  so  much;  words  can  not  do  it  justice. 
When  I  come  home,  I  promise  we  will  be  so  happy.  I  respect  all  the  soldiers  out  here  fighting  like  me.  But  the 
letter  stating  I  had  to  go  back  here,  hurt  me  very  greatly.  I  did  not  want  to  ever  be  away  from  you  ever.  I  think 
about  you  all  the  time,  you  are  the  only  reason  I  manage  to  be  somewhat  happy,  out  here  where  I  have  to  watch 
everyone  like  an  animal.  I  feel  like  an  animal  sometimes,  locked  in  a  cage,  let  out  when  something  needs  to  be 
destroyed.  Know  whatever  happens,  my  love,  I  will  always  be  with  you,  and  I  will  never  leave  you.  Love, 
Jack." 
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In  Memoriam 

By  Marjorie  Bull,  Faculty 

On  January  20  a  brief  death  notice  appeared  in  the  Joliet  Herald-News:  Dennis  "Ash"  Ashbaugh  "died 
suddenly,"  the  date,  and  the  names  of  his  immediate  family.  Nothing  more. 

I  knew  this  man.  There  is  so  much  more  that  could — that  should — be  said. 

At  6'-6",  Ash  was  uncommonly  tall,  and  he  moved  gracefully  whether  in  his  garden  or  in  a  crowd.  He  loved  his 
garden,  with  its  daffodils  and  daylilies,  its  columbine  and  hostas,  and  oh  my!  how  he  loved  his  irises.  He  loved  the 
crowd,  too,  the  bustle  of  the  people  in  the  city,  busy  with  their  buying  and  selling,  or  hurrying  to  get  the  best  ticket  to 
some  entertainment.  He  was  the  best  salesman  I  ever  met;  he  could  talk  to  anyone  and  in  two  minutes  pry  open  the 
shyest  heart  and  learn  its  secret  longing. 

Yes,  he  had  his  shortcomings.  He  talked  incessantly,  and  often  leapt  swift  as  an  arrow  to  absolutely  wrong 
conclusions,  to  which  he  men  clung  as  Immutable  Truths.  He  was  utterly  disorganized,  yet  he  knew  in  his  own  head 
where  everything  was.  He  pushed  every  boundary,  tried  every  limit,  tested  every  control,  challenged  every  rule.  He 
could  be  obnoxious,  overbearing,  rude,  arrogant,  critical,  and  argumentative — 

—and  he  defended  the  underdog,  pled  the  cause  of  the  downtrodden,  and  championed  the  rights  of  the 
individual.  I  give  money  to  charity;  Ash  gave  himself.  He  personally  cajoled  and  wheedled  and  bullied  grocers  (I 
witnessed  this!)  until  they  gave  him  the  ends  of  the  sausages  and  cheeses  from  the  deli  to  take  to  the  soup  kitchen.  He 
regularly  helped  die  Methodist  ladies  with  their  resale  shop,  to  move  heavy  loads,  to  display  filings  to  advantage,  to  price 
goods  for  all  the  used-goods  market  would  bear.  He  sought  out  buyers  for  items  that  were  unlikely  to  move  without 
help.  He  lived  by  the  motto  that  one  man's  trash  is  another  man's  treasure.  "There's  gold  in  the  gutter!"  he  would 
exclaim,  and  pick  out  some  forlorn  castoff,  clean  and  restore  it,  and  give  it  to  a  delighted  friend,  or  sell  it  for  a  sum  that 
would  shock  its  former  owner.  To  see  objects  recycled  to  happy  new  homes  was  one  of  his  chief  joys. 

An  old  friend  introduced  us  shortly  after  I  had  endured  the  trauma  of  breast  cancer  and  several  consequent 

surgeries.  Ash  made  it  his  self-appointed  duty  to  cheer  me  up,  get  my  endorphins  circulating  properly,  and  prevent  any 

further  tumors  from  forming — so  for  two  and  a  half  years,  he  has  phoned  me  several  times  a  week,  sometimes  several 

times  a  day,  and  spouted  all  the  ridiculous  nonsense  his  highly  creative  mind  could  conjure.    If  I  got  cross  with  him,  and 

I  often  did,  he  would  say  "You're  laughing.  I  know  you're  laughing"  and  soon  I'd  be  howling  in  helpless  mirth.  He 

never  gave  up  on  the  absurdity  until  he  got  the  laugh. 
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Ashie  dear,  you  are  gone  now,  to  a  place  where  no  one  will  criticize  your  odd  ways.  My  heart  knows  that  the 
God  you  always  said  was  at  your  shoulder  has  called  you  to  live  in  a  mansion.  I  trust  that  when  my  time  comes,  you'll 
be  waiting  there  to  greet  me  with  your  gentle  smile  and  mischievous  eyes.  Until  then,  your  Professor  loves  and  misses 
you,  dear  friend. 
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A  Summer's  Night  Dream 
by  Josiah  Smith 

It  was  late  July  and  Jack  had  been  spending  the  past  few  days  at  his  summer  home  in  the  country.  Jack  had  just 
been  through  a  painful  relationship  with  his  girlfriend,  and  now  he  needed  time  to  relax  and  to  get  the  memories  of  his 
girlfriend  out  of  his  mind.  Jack  stood  outside  on  his  front  porch,  watching  the  sun  set  into  the  western  sky.  He  inhaled 
the  fresh  air  that  he  longed  for  in  many  years.  Unlike  the  air  in  the  city,  which  was  intoxicating  and  made  you  cough 
almost  every  five  minutes,  the  country  air  was  clean  and  made  you  feel  refreshed  on  the  inside.  The  sky  was 
breathtaking;  with  all  the  red,  orange,  blue,  and  violet  colors  it  was  almost  as  if  God  himself  was  painting  a  beautiful 
picture,  and  the  sky  was  his  canvas. 

The  sky  was  growing  dark  and  Jack  decided  to  go  inside  and  fix  himself  something  to  eat.  As  he  sat  down  at  the 
lonely  dining  room  table,  he  ate  a  small  plate  of  broccoli  and  rice  casserole.  It  was  very  quite  in  the  house,  the  only  thing 
he  could  hear  was  the  tick-tock  of  the  old  clock,  hanging  on  the  living  room  wall.  As  the  clock  struck  eight,  he  decided 
that  he  was  full  and  began  to  clear  the  table.  After  when  the  leftovers  were  put  in  the  refrigerator,  and  the  dishes  washed 
and  put  back  into  the  cabinet,  Jack  went  back  outside  on  the  porch  to  relax. 

He  sat  on  his  rocking  chair  and  began  to  slowly  rock  himself  back  and  forth.  The  night  seemed  peaceful  to  Jack. 
The  sky  was  filled  with  many  stars  that  seemed  to  shine  like  diamonds.  The  moon  was  full  and  bright;  its  slivery  light 
had  lightened  up  the  countryside,  casting  many  shadows  along  the  old  farms  in  the  area.  Suddenly,  Jack  heard  a  noise 
coming  from  the  trees.  He  turned  and  saw  a  barn  owl  perched  upon  one  of  the  old  tree  branches.  The  owl  look  right  at 
Jack  with  a  bewilder  look  in  his  large  yellow  eyes.  As  Jack  began  to  rock  more  and  more  in  his  chair,  he  began  to  feel 
drowsy.  His  eyes  began  to  grow  heavy  and  he  let  out  a  long  yawn.  It  had  seemed  as  if  the  sandman  had  decided  that  it 
was  time  for  Jack  to  sleep.  A  cool  summer  breeze  blew  through  the  rustling  leaves  of  the  oak  trees  and  hit  Jack  gently  in 
the  face. 

Jack  finally  fell  asleep  and  began  to  dream.  He  dreamt  that  he  was  still  fast  asleep  in  his  chair  when  suddenly 
his  chair  lifted  up  into  the  air  and  flew  up  into  the  clouds.  There  were  very  few  clouds  out  in  the  night  sky;  they  were 
grey  and  soft  as  a  pillow.  Two  small  patches  of  clouds  flew  up  towards  Jack.  One  patch  of  cloud  settled  behind  his  head 
and  the  other  wrapped  itself  around  his  body,  keeping  warm.  Jack  continued  to  sore  through  the  air  for  what  almost 
seemed  like  an  eternity.  But  something  was  different  about  Jack.  He  was  no  longer  depressed  about  his  girlfriend, 
sleeping  in  the  clouds  seemed  to  have  filled  his  heart  with  peace  and  made  his  mind  feel  at  ease.  He  smiled  as  he  slept 
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through  the  long  night.  The  moon  shined  its  light  on  Jack,  when  Jack  slowly  opened  his  eyes  he  thought  he  saw  the 
moon  smiling  at  him.  As  a  child  he  thought  that  the  moon  had  a  face,  and  now  he  thought  he  saw  the  legendary  man 
faced  moon.  Jack  smiled  back  at  the  moon  and  closed  his  eyes  once  more.  Towards  the  end  of  his  journey  across  the 
night  sky,  the  sun  began  to  slowly  rise  in  the  east.  The  old  rocking  chair  began  to  descend  back  towards  Jack's  house,  it 
knew  that  it  was  time  for  the  sleeping  Jack  to  wake  up  from  his  peaceful  dream  and  go  back  to  the  real  world.  The  chair 
flew  over  the  old  farms,  passed  the  twin  oak  trees  standing  firmly  in  front  of  his  house,  and  settled  itself  gently  on  the 
front  porch.  When  Jack  opened  his  eyes  he  found  himself  waking  up  to  the  sound  of  birds  chirping  rather  than  the  sound 
of  an  owl.  Instead  of  the  light  of  the  moon  and  the  stars  shining  on  his  face,  he  woke  up  to  the  warm  light  of  the  morning 
sun.  The  soft  pillow  and  blanket  made  from  the  grey  clouds  had  vanished.  Yes  it  was  all  just  a  dream,  but  it  felt  so  real  to 
him.  The  emptiness  in  his  heart  over  his  girlfriend  was  gone,  and  instead  was  filled  with  joy  and  peace.  Had  God  given 
Jack  a  peaceful  dream  to  take  away  his  pain?  Was  this  dream  actually  real?  Whether  it  was  just  a  dream  or  not.  Jack 
knew  that  is  was  only  a  summer's  night  dream. 
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Where's  My  Paper  Bag? 
by  Lisa  Raimondi 

I  hate  repeating  myself.  If  I  can  just  get  a  waitress  that  listens  then  I  wouldn't  have  to.  I  hate 
over  easy  eggs.  I  just  want  to  set  this  straight;  there  is  a  big  difference  between  over  medium  and 
over  easy.  I  have  just  begun  to  push  the  yellow  goo  into  the  white  slime  when  the  dim  minded 
waitress  swoops  down  out  of  nowhere  like  a  harrier  jet. 

"More  coffee  sir?"  she  says  as  she  holds  up  her  coffee  pot  with  pride.  As  she  stands  their, 
beaming  a  half-wit  smile,  I  ponder  my  response. 

"For  the  last  time,  you  dolt,  I  have  tea!  TEA!"  I  stand  up  and  pull  her  close  to  me,  forcing  her 
to  look  at  the  tea  leaves  in  my  dry  and  empty  cup. 

Of  course  that  isn't  my  real  response,  although  adequate.  I  think  about  this  woman  and  the 
half-assed  service  she's  given  me.  What  do  I  owe  her?  I  should  yell  at  her.  Just  to  give  her  some 
excitement. 

"  No.  I  have  tea.  Thank  you."  After  I  say  that  I  slowly  pull  my  nails  from  my  palm.  Her  name 
is  Francine.  Francine  is  a  waste.  Francine  is  not  contributing  to  my  society.  I  think  about  what  it  must 
be  like  to  go  through  life  with  a  paper  bag  over  my  head  like  Francine  has.  She  lays  the  bill  on  my 
table  and  skips  away.  Her  name  is  written  on  the  slip  with  a  heart  around  it.  What  kind  of  message  is 
this?  I  pay  and  the  leave  the  small  diner,  never  to  return.  Francine  has  left  my  life  forever.  Pity. 

As  I  stroll  down  the  road  begin  to  wish  that  I  had  given  Francine  my  dynamic  response.  At 
least  she  would  have  a  story  to  tell.  She  reminds  me  of  Aric.  Aric  was  a  boy  I  went  to  high  school 
with.  No  matter  how  hard  people  tried  to  teach  him,  he  would  always  be  a  ditz.  These  people  were 
wasteful.  Show  me  where  they  have  contributed  more  to  my  life  than  cold  tea  and  a  headache.  It  was 
like  they  buried  their  heads  into  the  dirt  like  ostrich.  Occasionally  surfacing  to  give  a  spacey  smile. 
But,  I'll  let  it  go.  I  have  learned  in  my  eighteen  years  of  life  to  just  let  it  go.  There  are  Francines  and 
Aries  everywhere. 

The  air  smells  good.  Too  good-almost  sour.  I've  only  experienced  one  smell  since  my  move 
to  the  New  England  coast,  and  that  was  industry.  The  little  town  that  my  empty  apartment  was  in  was 
a  textile  town.  Everyone  works  for  the  factories.  They  seem  pretty  happy-or  disgusted-  to  be 
working  there.  It  makes  them  money  and  the  town  seems  to  have  a  history  involved  with  those 
factories.  How  quaint.  But  this  smell  isn't  the  same.  Its  different-/?.?  intoxicating.  I'm  reminded  of  a 
strong  odor  that  seeped  its  way  from  behind  my  furnace.  I  had  a  pet  hamster  that  died  back  there. 
Poor  thing.  All  alone  and  scared.  That's  what  the  new  smell  is  like.  But  why  does  it  smell  good?  I 
suppose  this  could  be  my  imagination. 

Is  someone  following  me?  There's  a  shadow  behind  me.  There's  a  warm  breath  near  my  skin. 
I  can  feel  the  hairs  raise  all  over  my  body.  It  won't  be  there  if  I  don't  think  its  there.  I'll  walk  it  off. 

Am  I  supposed  to  visit  the  doctor  today-w/zaf  day  is  itl  I  can't  go  see  Dr.  Perth  today.  I  feel 
better.  Can't  have  too  much  of  a  good  thing  right?  But  he's  not  good.  He  can't  be  trusted.  No 
psychologist  can  be  trusted.  Yes,  I  think  I  should  go  and  see  him.  Maybe  I'll  learn  something  about 
him,  and  what  he's  doing  for  me-to  me. 

What's  wrong  with  the  air?  And  the  sun?  Is  there  an  overcast?  No.  That's  not  it.  I  can  feel  it. 
Its-. 

When  I  opened  the  office  door  and  went  in,  things  were  different.  What  was  it?  The  whole 
waiting  area  fell-thick.  Yes,  that's  it.  The  receptionist  is  new  too.  Barb  was  the  receptionist  I  have 
been  seeing  every  Thursday  for  four  months.  I  liked  her.  She  had  a  wily  look  in  her  eyes,  and  a 
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'come  hither'  smile.  Even  though  she  was  older  than  my  mother,  I  fantasized  about  her.  1  wanted  her. 
It  was  those  eyes.  This  new  woman  wasn't  anything  like  Barb.  She  was  a  slender  lady,  her  eyes  were 
as  narrow  as  her  lips.  Her  face  seemed  concave.  There  was  no  joy  to  her.  To  look  at  her  left  a 
nagging  feeling  in  your  side.  Her  name  was  Ms.  Thorne.  To  even  speak  this  name  tasted  foul. 

"H-Hello,"  I  stammered,  "Charles  Blain  to  see  Dr.  Perth." 

I  felt  like  a  fool.  Why  should  this  woman  intimidate  me?  The  air  is  hard  to  breath.  Its  true. 
The  atmosphere  in  here  is  heavy;  its  thick.  The  new  receptionist  squeezes  an  unfinished  smirk  and 
points  to  the  waiting  area. 

Usually  this  room  is  occupied  by  one  client  or  so.  It's  empty  today.  I  begin  inspecting  the 
room  and  accidentally  meet  eyes  with  Ms.  Thorne.  Big  mistake.  Those  eyes  cut  through  me  like  a 
thousand  slivers.  Its  a  cold  look.  I  begin  to  miss  Barb.  Usually  I  fantasize  about  her  while  I  wait  for 
my  turn.  I  would  picture  her  approaching  me,  looking  at  me  with  those  fabulous  eyes.  I  would  scope 
her  up  and  take  her  away  with  me.  Yuck.  I  can  see  only  Thorne  now. 

"  Mr.  Blain,  the  doctor  is  ready."  Thorn  said.  No,  I  definitely  fear  her.  She  looks  at  me  like 
she  sees  something-or  knows  something-lhat  I  don't.  I  skirt  around  her  to  get  into  the  room,  avoiding 
her  evil  eyes. 

Dr.  Perth  is  already  waiting  for  me.  He  is  a  large  man.  Not  really  fat,  but  tall  and  wide.  He 
reminds  me  of  Goliath,  the  giant.  That  is  he  feels  like  a  giant.  He  begins  to  eyeball  me.  A  wave  of 
distrust  sweeps  through.  It's  like  someone  blew  cold  air  on  my  neck.  This  is  an  experience  I've  never 
felt. 

"  How  are  you  Charlie?  Have  you  been  having  a  good  w&ekT-fefifofum-  says  a  jolly  Dr. 
Perth  .  He  sounds  false.  Plastic,  or  waxy,  I  like  to  call  it.  Plastic  and  wax  are  used  to  make  things 
look  real.  They  trick  you. 

"  I'm  well."  I  respond.  My  skin  begins  to  tighten  and  sweat  squeezes  from  every  pore.  Is  it 
warm  in  here?  I  feel  warm.  The  doctor  looks  quite  cool.  It's  almost  like  he  suspects  the  temperature 
to  rise.  Does  he  know  I  know  what  he  thinks  I  know?  Wait,  what  do  I  know? 

"  Please  help  your  self  to  some  tea.  I  insist."  He  said.  He  pushed  a  tea  tray  into  my  chest.  He 
really  wants  me  to  have  this  tea. 

"Charlie,  why  have  you  come  to  see  me  today?  Is  everything  alright?  You  seem  a  little 
tense."  He  asked.  His  eyes  were  big.  I  could  see  your  rods  and  cones  doctor.  Ha  ha.  Do  you  have  no 
shame! 

Yeah.  I  would  seem  tense  to  you.  You  want  me  to  be  tense.  What  have  you  done?  I  want  to 
ask  him  these  things,  but  he  would  catch  on. 

Just  then  the  phone  rang,  thank  God,  Dr.  Perth  politely  excused  himself. 

"  Charlie,  I'll  be  back  in  a  few  minutes.  Please  wait  here  a  minute."  As  the  doctor  exited  I 
dumped  my  tea.  I  started  to  snoop  around  while  he  was  gone.  There  had  to  be  something  in  his  notes 
about  my  history  of  session  plans.  The  doctor  was  plotting  something.  Him  and  that  awful  Ms. 
Thorne  were  conspiring  something.  Did  it  involve  me?  I  dreaded  to  find  out.  I  didn't  find 
information  on  me,  but  I  did  find  a  newspaper  from  last  Tuesday.  The  doctor  had  recommended  that 
I  discontinue  reading  newspapers.  He  felt  that  would  feel  an  overwhelming  concern  for  world 
events.  He  was  afraid  of  what  I  would  read-or  find  out-'m  the  articles.  Certain  things  can  put  me  just 
a  little  on  edge. 

I  quietly  slipped  though  the  pages.  It  struck  me  as  strange  that  an  organized  doctor  would 
keep  an  old  newspaper  around,  but  I  didn't  think  much  of  it.  In  the  newspaper,  I  found  an  especially 
interesting  article;  an  article  that  froze  my  skin  and  stopped  my  heart.  The  headline  of  this  article 
read  as  so: 
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Rhode  Island  woman's  body  found 

Nameless  Mystery  woman  found  by  fishing  vessel  in  nearby  river. 

My  breath  stopped  right  in  my  throat  as  I  looked  at  the  picture.  It  was  Barb.  There  she  was  in 
black  and  white.  Immortally  looking  at  me  from  the  newspaper.  Her  wily  eyes  and  her  'come  hither' 
smile.  She  was  dead.  Murdered. 

How?  Is  this  what  he  was  hiding  from  me?  Did  he  have  something  to  do  with  my  wonderful 
Barbs  death?  My  breathing  started  again  just  as  I  felt  light  headed  and  all  of  a  sudden  my  heart 
began  pulsing  feverishly!  My  skin  was  tingly  and  I  heard  screaming  coming  from-nowhere.  I  felt  the 
tears  in  my  eyes  and  hot  blood  rush  to  my  face.  I  ripped  the  article  and  picture  from  the  newspaper 
and  pocketed  it.  I  think  I  hear  the  doctors  voice.  What?  I'm  stuck!  I'll  be  caught!  Ok 
okokokokokok...calm  down.  Slowly  move.  I  finally  get  to  the  chair.  My  whole  body  is  shaking  and 
sweating  and  shaking  even  more.  Should  I  tell  him  that  I  know?  -well  that's  a  stupid  idea.  No. 
Something  tells  me  this  is  what  he  was  hiding.  I  calmly  sit  down  just  as  he  was  coming  back  into  the 
room. 

"  Well  Charlie,  as  I  was  saying,  how  are  you?  Is  that  new  medication  helping  you?  You  know 
that  insomnia  is  difficult  to  treat.  Especially  in  difficult  cases  like  yours.  Do  you  think  there  is 
something  else  we  can  do?" 

"  Nothing  is  that  simple  sir.  How  would  you  like  me  to  answer  that?"  My  mind  is  full  of  shit 
now.  I  can't  control  my  thoughts- he's  in  my  thoughts-  enough  to  think  about  how  to  handle  this.  How 
could  he  do  that  to  my  friend?  What-What  medication  is  he  talking  about? 

"You  know  Charlie,  there  are  new  treatments  you  could  try?  They  haven't  been  tested 
thoroughly  yet.  It's  up  to  you."  His  voice  has  a  bitter  lingering.  Man,  he  is  obvious. 
I  know  what  he's  trying  to  do.  He  wants  to  confuse  me. 

"  Well,  Dr.  Perth,  I  don't  know  if  I'm  comfortable  being  your  guinea  pig."-  /  don't  what  to 
end  up  like  Barb.-  "  And,  also  ,  I  think  I  have  improved.  My  thoughts  still  jump  from  place  to  place, 
but  my  concentration  has  gotten  better."  I  feel  like  I'm  pleading. 

"And  what  about  your  anger  Charlie.  Any  outbursts  lately.  And  your  dreams,  are  you  still 
having  unusual  dreams?"  The  doctor  asked. 

I'm  cornered.  Should  I  lie?  I  could  easily  tell  him  that  the  dreams  are  gone.  And  there  are  no 
outbursts.  He  would  believe  me.  Right?  I  can  get  myself  out  of  this. 

"  You  are  one  dumb  shit.  If  you  're  that  naive  then  consider  us  dead.  If  you  really  want  a 
paper  bag  over  your  head,  I'll  make  sure  it's  a  plastic  one.  "  I  felt  my  body  shiver.  Did  I  hear  that? 
Or  did  I  say  that.  Uh-oh.  The  doctor's  looking  at  me  funny.  I  have  to  think  of  something  quickly. 
QUICK!  Don't  just  gawk,  you  FOOL! 

"  Charlie?  What  is  it?  You  look  a  little  pale."  The  doctor  stood  up  and  came  over  by  me. 

"  No,  I'm  fine.  Just  a  stomach  ache.  I'm  fine  now.  Anyway,  I  don't  think  I'm  going  to  sign  up 
for  your  new  test.  I  think  it  would  be  better  for  me  to  just  stick  with  my  routine.  What  medication 
are  you  talking  about  anyway."  Just  when  I  thought  I  convinced  him  he  stands  up  and  offers  me 
more  tea.  What  is  it  with  this  guy  and  tea! 

"  Here  you  go,  son.  It  will  make  your  stomach  feel  better.  I  feel  good  hearing  you  contesting 
to  improvement.  But  that  doesn't  change  my  mind.  I  think  you  would  benefit  from  a  little  extra 
work.  Maybe  a  stronger  form  of  therapy."  As  the  he  says  that,  the  doctor  watches  me  eagerly.  I  had 
no  choice  but  to  drink  his  damn  tea.  I  hope  he's  happy. 
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Well,  of  all  the  things  in  the  world!  There  was  definitely  something  wrong  with  that  tea.  It 
would  happen  to  me  too.  Figures.  That  tea  was  drugged.  I  put  my  cup  down  and  look  at  Dr.  Perth, 
who  now  has  two  heads,  as  he  advances  towards  me,  grabbing  at  me  with  his  four  arms.  It's  a  giant 
octopus!  So  that's  his  secret.  Well  no,  I  suppose  that's  a  little  ridiculous.  I  wanted  to  wait  for  a 
response  but  my  body  wouldn't  have  it.  So  down  it  went,  and  I  followed.  As  I  lay  on  the  floor  I 
could  see  feet.  There  were  two  sets  that  moved  in  unison.  It  was  as  if  a  horse  or  donkey  or 
something,  was  wearing  pants  and  shoes.  As  they  came  closer  I  recognized  one  pair  as  Dr.  Perth's, 
and  the  other  must  have  been  Ms.  Thome's.  I  wanted  to  fight.  I  wanted  to  yell  too.  Everything 
seemed  so  unreal;  so  cloudy.  I  couldn't  move  or  speak.  Finally,  after  what  seemed  like  days,  I 
blacked  out. 

When  I  woke  up  I  was  in  a  dirty  room.  It  looked  like  a  bathroom.  There  was  tile  all  around. 
The  smell  that  I  identified  earlier  as  death,  filled  the  space.  It  had  a  slightly  sweet  tinge.  I,  of  course, 
was  bound  to  a  chair  and  gagged.  Finding  that  I  could  speak,  I  screamed  for  someone  to  help.  God, 
please.  Just  someone,  anyone-  call  back.  Is  he  going  to  kill  me  like  he  did  Barb? 

Doctor  Perth  and  Ms.  Thorne  approached.  They  were  still  blurry.  Eww.  She's  even  uglier 
when  she's  out  of  focus.  I  couldn't  hear  them  speak.  The  ringing  and  screaming  in  my  ears- 
combined  with  my  own  thoughts-  were  too  loud.  I  could  only  imagine  the  sight.  It  probably  looked 
like  I  was  the  violent  and  dangerous  one,  when  they're  the  murderers. 

What  was  he  saying?  I  can't  hear.  I  tried  reading  his  lips,  but  they're  fuzzy  damnit!  You  show 
signs  of  paranoia.  Is  that  what  he's  saying? 

The  Doctor  advances  towards  me.  What's  that  he-he,  has  a  syringe!  Noooo.  I  hate  needles. 
What's  in  it 

Something  to  relax  you 

Do  I  look  like  I  need  to  be  relaxed.  You've  got  to  be  kidding.  You  pay  a  doctor  good  money 
to  make  you  better.  And  they  drug  you  ,  tie  you,  and  try  to  kill  you. 

A  giant  surge  of  energy  came  slithering  through  the  cables  of  my  veins.  I  felt  a  tickle  on  my 
scalp.  My  eye  watered.  The  muffled  screams  did  nothing  but  add  to  the  drool  collecting  around  my 
mouth. 

I  decided  I  needed  to  get  out  of  this  chair.  If  the  injection  of  doctor  evil  juice  does  what  I 
think  it's  supposed  to  do,  I  would  be  in  big  trouble-vow  'd  be  dead-so  I  wiggled  and  strained. 
Nothing.  My  legs  were  tied  to  the  chair  as  well  as  my  hands.  The  ties  felt  like  iron  clasps,  and  gave 
little  space  to  squeeze  my  hands  through.  I  just  remembered!  Wasn't  there  a  movie  with  this  similar 
situation?  Yes!  All  I  needed  to  do  was  to  break  my  thumb! 

It  seemed  easy  enough.  Since  I  had  no  free  hand  I  would  need  to  break  my  thumb  by  using  the  force! 
Everything  that  happens  in  movies  works.  Right? 

I  focused  a  constipated  stare  at  my  right  hand  for  what  seemed  like  thirty  seconds.  All  my 
attackers  did  was  look  at  my  hand  too.  I  think  they  expected  it  to  happen  as  much  as  me. 

"  Stop  struggling!  You'll  only  make  it  worse!"  Ms.  Thorne  barked.  What  did  she  mean  by 
that?  Make  what  worse?  She  was  right. 

As  I  fought  to  get  my  arm  free  from  the  chair,  my  skin  tore.  I  began  pulling  harder.  There  was 
a  screaming  inside  my  head  unlike  anything  in  the  world.  It  was  horrible!  Dear  God  make  it  stop! 
What  was  it  saying?!  It  sounded  like  500  war  cries  all  at  once.  Oh  Lord!  What  awful  thing  was  it 
saying?-  What  isn't  it  saying?  Pay  attention  to  the  -Who  the? 

I  couldn't  make  the  rest  out.  The  psycho  doctor  was  writing  this  whole  episode  down  now.  Ahhh. 
yes.  You  sick  freak.  Make  sure  to  log  my  horror  filled  death.  Wait.  They  seem  to  be  looking  at  me 
kinda  weird.  My  heart  is  returning  to  a  regular  pace.  But  1  can't  stop  now.  I  focus  on  the  door  behind 
them  and  pull;  my  hand  makes  a  grotesque  popping  noise.  1  pull  it  free  from  the  clasp  and  pull  the  tie 

~  37 


off  my  wrist.  The  doctor  starts  to  yell.  I  can't  hear  you!  That  horrible  screaming  is  still  continuing  in 
my  head. 

"  What  the  hell!  Bastard!!"  Is  what  I  picture  the  poor  doctor  yelling  as  fly  past  him.  Too  bad 
for  him. 

The  screaming  is  making  me  dizzy  and  I  fall  against  a  metal  door. 

The  doctor  jumps  on  me.  He  shakes  me  back  and  forth,  hard.  My  head  jerks  around  like  a 
bobble  head  when  he  begins  punch  my  face,  I  think.  All  I  know  is  I  can  taste  my  blood,  at  least  I 
hope  it's  my  blood.  I  feel  a  warm  stream  of  it  running  down  my  chest.  The  doctor's  sweat  and  mine 
begin  to  mingle.  The  smell  spikes  my  nose  and  brings  me  out  of  my  stupor.  I  start  to  wiggle  around, 
searching  for  something,  anything.  I  find  a  jagged  piece  of  metal  on  the  floor.  My  intent  was  to 
knock 

(stab,  pierce) 
the  doctor  off  of  me.  When  I  bring  the  piece  of  metal  up  to  throw  him  aside,  he  bears  down  with  his 
own  blunt  object.  Except  for  poor  Dr.  Perth,  he  thrust  his  own  body  down  on  the  metal. 

The  vibrations  of  the  metal  maneuvering  its  way  through  his  body  reverberated  against  my 
hand.  It  was  like  hunting  with  sonar  radar.  I  could  sense  his  organs  and  bones.  I  could  feel  it  when 
the  metal  pierced  his  heart.  His  blood  rushed  out  over  my  tightly  wound  hands.  I  tottered  to  the  side, 
and  Dr.  Perth  fell.  It  all  happened  in  slow  motion.  When  he  hit  the  ground,  the  floor  shook. 

I  stood  up  and  wiped  my  hands  on  my  pants.  Other  peoples  blood  grossed  me  out.  Ms. 
Thorne  was  glaring  at  me.  He  attacked  me.  It  was  self  defense. 

"  'So  fell  Lord  Perth,  and  the  countryside  did  shake  with  that  thunder.'"  I  quoted.  It  was  from 
a  book.  Lord  Perth  was  a  giant,  who  was  killed  by  a  child.  It  seemed  rather  fitting  if  you  asked  me. 

Except  the  words  that  actually  came  from  my  mouth  were  nothing  like  that.  It  was  more  like, 
"Soollg  feee  leprith  andddd  meioouwww  poohh."  Oh,  heehee.  I  must  still  be  drugged.  The  fuzziness 
began  to  clear  up  slightly.  My  stature  was  swaying  and  my  head  wasn't  steady,  but  I  was  ready  for 
little  Thorny,  in  case  she  wanted  some  too.  Ms.  Thorne  continued  to  glare.  When  she  looked  at  me 
like  that  my  side  stung.  That,  combined  with  the  screaming  in  my  head,  provoked  me  to  run.  As  I 
went  to  run,  I  crashed.  BOOM!  Head  first  to  the  floor. 

I  couldn't  get  up. 

I  couldn't  scream. 

But  I  could  see  clearly.  I  saw  Mrs.  Thorne.  She  wasn't  glaring.  She  was  crying.  I  wasn't  in  a 
bathroom  of  any  type.  I  think,  yes,  this  is  a  hospital.  One  by  one,  the  voices  screaming  in  my  ears 
were  fading.  The  chair  was  a  regular  chair.  The  "metal"  weapon  was  a  shard  of  glass.  Broken  from 
the  vase  I  knocked  over,  which  held  flowers  from  my  mother. 

And  me.  Lying  on  the  ground  in  a  hospital  gown.  My  naked  backside  displayed  for  any  and 
all  viewers.  Please,  no  flash  photography. 

My  fatal  head  wound  from  the  fall  will  leave  questions  that  will  go  unanswered.  As  well  as  a 
fatherless  doctor's  family.  I  won't  be  able  to  explain  the  symptoms  of  my  sociopathic  paranoia.  Or 
tell  them  how  I  hypervenhilated  in  the  doc's  offic,  and  then  began  having  fits  of  paranoia  while  out. 

But  that  screaming  stopped.  The  air  was  light.  The  overcast  over  everything  I  saw  and  the 
thickness  of  my  atmosphere  slipped  away.  It  won't  even  be  a  memory. 

"  I'm  sorry."  Oh  wait.  I  couldn't  talk.  The  gurgle  sounds  of  my  last  breath  I  had  wanted  to 
use  to  apologize,  just  sounded  gross.  The  salt  of  my  tears  burnt  the  cut  on  my  lip.  That  will  be  my 
only  memory  to  carry  with  me.  If  I  had  my  paper  bag  I  could  ignore  it.  Be  like  Francine.  Wear  my 
paper  bag  and  ignore  everything  around  me. 

38 


Be  a  v/aste.-already  accomplished  that. 
Instead  of  paper,  tape  a  plastic  bag  around  my  head 
Inhale  deeply  now.  Good. 

You  have  just  cut  yourself  off  from  the  world.  While  you're  in  here,  no  harm  can  come  to 
you.  You're  perfect.  And  life  is  perfect. 

Ummmm,  except  for  that.  Yeah,  you  need  that  air.  You  have  to  leave  to  get  it. 
Is  it  worth  it? 
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Ridge  Road 
By  Bill  Stroud,  Faculty 


The  familiar  drone  of  the  engine  seeped  into  his  senses  like  a  new  skin  as  he  cruised  along  the 
slight  crest  of  a  vast  plain  that  reached  from  one  sky  to  the  other.  The  quickly  settling  sun  on  the  left 
and  the  gathering  darkness  on  the  right  were  balanced  by  persistent  pastel  colors  before  him.  The  warm 
wind  was  a  silk  scarf  on  his  face  and  arms  as  the  highway  was  losing  dimension  ahead,  becoming  a 
tube  of  light  chased  by  the  fleet  convertible. 

Farms  and  homesteads  snuggled  in  regular  clusters  across  the  fields  in  each  horizon.  Their  blue 
white  yard  lights  were  firefly  twinkles  in  the  gentle  gathering  darkness  which  seemed  to  welcome  the 
end  of  this  summer  day  and,  perhaps,  offering  a  salute  to  the  retreating  sun  as  well  as  giving  refuge 
from  the  coming  night. 

He  was  breaking  free  from  the  tension  that  had  enveloped  him  like  a  tight  jacket  as  he  sped 
along  the  smooth,  arrow  straight  rural  roadway.  Lost  in  the  sweet  caress  of  this  deep  sunset  and  freed 
from  the  literal  daylight,  his  soul  sighed  with  relief.  Accompanied  only  by  the  new  physical  world  that 
was  defined  by  the  headlight's  reach  and  accompanied  by  the  diamond  sparkling  farm  lights,  his  cares 
melted  like  ice  on  a  July  sidewalk.  He  could  drive  forever,  never  stopping,  never  needing  rest. 
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Distrito  Federal  (Mexico  City) 

by  Irving  Gamboa 

Tonight  I  write  something  you  may  call  a  story.  I  will  not  point  out  important  facts,  I  will  not  accentuate  what 
is  important  to  me,  nothing  is  important,  not  a  god  damn  thing  is  important.  The  writer  says,  this  is  I,  and  the  reader 
says  this  is  you.  1  say,  this  is  nothing,  but  what  you  want  it  to  be. 

Somewhere  in  this  blind  life  I  smell  the  thin  chocolate  rust  sprinkled  over  the  deserted  soccer  fields  on  the  noisy 
afternoon.  A  brown  man  with  a  broken  heart  and  a  liquid  soul  pouring  down  his  forehead  sells  homemade  radioactive 
icecream.  We  played  fiitbol. 

Running  up  and  down  the  endless  field  of  dust,  protected  by  the  skirts  of  a  dying  forest  where  high  school  girls  were 
abused  by  filthy  junkies.  The  kiosk  so  white,  decaying  with  rusty-leper,  blocked  the  merciless  sun  from  interrupting 
guys  and  girls  erupting  with  puberty  and  teenage  love.  Kissing  and  holding  hands  disregarding  each  other's  bad  breath. 
Wearing  their  dark  blue  sweaters  with  triangular  thin  gray  necks,  and  thin  gray  pants,  the  sick  uniform. 
I  remember  everything. 

Even  the  distant  mooooooos  of  distant  cows.  I  remember  the  lonely  walks  sustained  by  deep  survival  meditations. 
Walking  up  the  steep  cement  stairs,  which  connected  to  narrow  streets  with  cracked  pavement,  and  potholes  and  trees 
growing  in  those  cracks  and  those  holes.  Streets  twisting,  interacting  with  each  other  like  a  mad  maze  erupting  with 
dogs,  and  rats,  and  cats,  and  children,  and  drunks.  And  the  dreadful  sight  of  the  addict- vultures,  savoring  your  flesh- 
that  cold  sweat  running  smooth  down  your  ass-  they  stare  with  dead  fish  empty  eyes  and  you  know  they  are  looking  with 
their  closed  fist  in  their  open  mouth  inhaling  thick  solvents,  glue,  and  gasoline  to  get  high,  and  enjoy  life. 
That  is  my  city. 

Dead  city  where  everything  is  iron  dust, 
Dead  city  where  the  skies  breathe  black  depression, 
Dead  city  where  nothing  lives  yet  everything  speaks, 
Dead  city  where  dreams  are  aborted. 
Dead  city  where  demons  fear  to  exist, 
Dead  city  of  the  wretched  and  the  fiend, 
Dead  city  of  empty  can  and  lizard  magic, 
Dead  city  of  metallic  hollow  wounds, 
Dead  city  of  corruption, 
Dead  city  of  corrosive  language, 
Dead  city  where  everything  is  mine 
Yeah,  this  is  true. 

The  cancerous  smell  of  (a)  decaying  country  lingers  over  the  smoggy  skies,  of  its  shattered  states,  towns,  cities,  and 
provinces.  I  see  the  sickness  taking  over  houses,  culture  and  society.  Broken  bottles,  broken  innocence,  broken  hope, 
broken  dignity,  broken  everything...  it  all  ornaments  the  streets.  And  the  sickness  travels  through  my  veins.  I  am  alive. 
Grandmothers,  fathers,  uncles,  and  cousins  walk  the  thirsty  roads  with  the  corpses  of  their  youth,  screaming  out  dry  lips 
and  swollen  gums.  It's  the  chaos  of  this  city. 

Bells,  lights,  noises,  and  the  breeze,  they  pass  by  with  yesterday's  newspaper  mocking  a  tumbleweed.  The  subtle  says  of 
yesterday,  and  the  silly  tears  of  tomorrow  =  everything  is  ashes,  and  everything  is  shit. 
This  city  is  dying,  this  city  is  dead,  this  city  died,  this  city  is  decadent. 
This  city  is  no  longer,  this  city  seized  to  exist,  this  city  shits  and  fucks, 
This  city  spews  cockroaches,  insects,  vermin,  trash,  morality,  and  dirt, 
This  city  is  the  maw  of  hellish  pangs. 

This  is  what  I  write,  this  is  what  I  am.  I  was  conceived  in  the  womb  of  pestilence,  with  vultures  and  singing 
cadavers.  I  saw  the  dim  sun,  and  the  clouds  of  oil.  I  saw  the  crucified  dogs,  and  the  eaten  mice.  I  saw  the  city.  I  saw  it 
die. 

In  this  land,  ancient,  and  fluent  in  blood  and  tales  of  Indians, 
In  this  land  I  speak  suicide;  in  this  land  I  speak  death,  murder,  and  birth. 
In  this  land  I  speak  ignorance,  and  war  and  drama. 
In  this  land  I  speak  rebellion;  in  this  land  I  also  speak  desperation. 
In  this  land  I  speak  silence  and  conspiracy, 
Somewhere  in  this  city,  where  there  is  land, 
The  lingering  scent  of  amputation  still  exists. 
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My  city,  the  dying  city . . . 

My  city  where  the  pouring  rains  fell  as  strong  as  in  the  great  flood,  rushing  down  valleys  and  mountains;  intense  and 

marvelously  brown  bringing  death  upon  the  lower  towns. 

The  steep  streets  of  ancient  cement,  so  smooth  with  the  rushing  waters,  bringing  along  anything  dead  or  alive  in  its  path: 

wood,  dead  pigs,  dead  dogs,  dead  cats,  bicycles,  cars,  in  certain  occasions  children,  roofs,  doors,  and  trees. 

The  dark  corner  place  where  lies  and  pain  are  subtle  forms  of  necessity, 

It  is  in  such  place  where  mariachis  stand  proud  with  mustachios.  black  garments  well  ornamented  in  gold  and  silver,  so 

majestic  beneath  their  numbing  sombreros,  staimming  at  the  music  of  yesterday  with  tequila  reeking  breath. 

The  distant  odor  of  fresh  baked  bread  lingered,  and  the  hungry  stomached  youth  growled  dirty  and  tired,  empty  handed 

kicking  about  a  soccer  ball. 

Laughing,  pushing,  smiling,  cursing,  spitting,  shitting,  and  fucking. 

Everything  that  is  possible  to  kill  boredom. 

Everything  and  anything  that  is  possible  to  kill  boredom. 

Everything... 

I  walked  down  the  green  pastures 

And  they  walked  with  me, 

And  I  walked  with  them 

And  we  entered  the  no-trespassing  sings  and  we  ran  the  endless  fields  of  grasses  taller  than  any  human  at  that  time, 

And  our  fresh  spirits  guaranteed  our  eternal  youth, 

We  climbed  the  trees  and  we  ate  their  fruit, 

We  killed  the  rabbits  and  we  devoured  their  savage  flesh  in  the  forest  fire. 

We  were  children,  and  we  were  free, 

Somewhere  in  the  city, 

Somewhere  in  that  decadent  rot-hole  we  found  paradise, 

Where  not  a  single  soul  respected  television,  and  only  those  with  bloody  noses  were  respected, 

Somewhere  in  that  city  I  found  my  biggest  nightmares  and  my  most  beautiful  dreams. 

Somewhere  in  this  city, 

It  is  all  carrion,  shinny  and  putrid  beneath  the  sun 

It  is  all  smoke  and  castration 

It  is  that  city,  disgusting,  beautiful,  and  mad... 
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Fuel  Injection 
by  Nick  Billone 

Gripping  the  shifter  in  one  hand  and  tilting  the  mirror  in  a  stereotypical  way  to  find  the 
reflection  of  the  westward  sun  with  the  other  as  my  left  foot  lets  off  the  clutch  and  the  right  foot 
gives  force  to  the  accelerator.  Tilting  my  hat  to  the  diner  I  just  indulged  in  a  warm  meal  and  a  cold 
beverage  thanks  to  the  humble  waitress  named  Beatrice  and  the  head  chef  named  Mark.  As  second 
gear  comes  and  goes  the  twilight  of  night  is  upon  the  open  road  and  ahead  lies  a  whole  lifetime  of 
stories. 

They  are  the  stories  that  can  be  heard  at  every  off-highway  diner  on  the  road.  At  every  table 
where  a  number  of  truck  friends  stood  around  listening  to  the  suspense,  the  gore  of  every  witnessed 
accident,  the  heroism  of  every  driver  against  the  odds  of  relentless  time.  The  stories  lie  within  the 
mods  of  every  truck,  the  off-roading  range  lights,  the  custom  grill,  the  custom  paint,  skull  shifter,  etc. 
A  trucker  customizes  his  truck  like  a  person  tattoo's  their  body.  Every  triumph,  every  downfall  can 
be  witnessed  on  the  skin  that  is  their  truck  much  like  the  love  of  a  girlfriend  or  the  loss  of  a  mother. 
Though,  no  trucker  is  going  to  have  MOM  between  two  hearts  stenciled  on  the  door  of  their  truck. 

As  a  teenager,  most  of  the  kids  I  knew  would  always  go  for  long  drives  when  they  we're 
anxious  or  down  and  out.  The  purpose  was  to  escape  to  a  place  without  judgment,  to  a  place  where 
you  were  safe.  A  car  encloses  the  body  behind  pound  after  pound  of  metal  and  steel,  it's  emotionally 
warm.  It's  electric  and  at  times  eccentric,  the  feeling  that  is.  The  availability  to  continue  driving  till 
the  gas  tank  hits  empty,  and  the  ability  to  refill  that  gas  tank  to  add  a  few  more  hours  of  distance,  of 
solitude.  It  is  mentally  replenishing.  The  tires  spinning  mile  after  mile,  the  engine  churning  out  gas 
inflicted  power  as  you  hustle  to  the  next  mile  marker  was  the  dream  of  most  every  child. 

I  put  this  teenage  elixir  to  an  experimental  test  as  I  saved  up  enough  money  to  come  back  to 
after  taking  a  year  off  to  drive  a  semi-truck.  I  sold  off  my  house,  my  car,  my  electronics,  and  to  a 
lesser  extent,  even  my  clothes.  I  sought  to  the  road  for  friendship,  for  aid  to  my  nine-to-five 
instability.  To  the  plight  of  casual,  business,  big  screen,  40  percent  more,  buy  one  get  one  free,  99 
cents,  meeting,  appointment,  gym,  nonsensical  wake  up  to  fill  the  purpose  of  someone  else's 
millions.  I  sought  to  the  balance  of  an  unbalanced  sleep  regiment,  eating  when  hungry  opposed  to 
scheduled  lunch  breaks,  and  the  education  of  a  whole  other  way  of  life.  People  travel  miles  and 
miles  to  seek  out  and  hopefully  catch  a  glimpse  of  some  unknown  tribe  to  further  understand 
different  cultures  when  a  underestimated  style  of  life  is  centered  under  the  nose  of  every  great 
explorer,  of  every  great  sociologist. 

Now  on  the  road  for  several  hours  with  the  painful  sun  gone  for  a  while.  I  came  across  a  rest 
stop  and  diner  that  I  have  taken  a  good  liking  to.  They  are  known  for  having  this  coffee  that  can 
keep  you  awake  till  the  sun  comes  up  no  matter  what  time  it  is.  It's  not  just  the  coffee  I  stop  for,  it's 
the  interesting  people  that  always  tend  to  hover  around  this  diner.  Not  just  the  diner,  but  the  general 
area  is  filled  with  some  of  the  oddest,  smartest,  and  most  intricate  people  anyone  could  ever  meet. 

I  originally  fell  in  love  with  this  place  when  I  first  started  driving  the  truck.  I  sat  down  where 
a  beautiful  black  haired  woman,  equipped  with  the  greyest,  blue  eyes  my  eyes  have  ever  came  in 
contact  with.  She  had  long  legs  wrapped  in  soft  peachy  skin  wrapped  in  fishnet  stockings.  Her  name 
was  Annabelle,  as  she  told  me  later,  while  tapping  her  bright  red  nail  against  the  morose  beige  of  the 
counter  top.  She  explained  to  me  how  she  has  made  her  way  cross  country  upon  two  trucks,  and 
while  telling  me  this  story  that  she  had  just  started,  she  gave  me  the  option  of  leaving  her  behind 
right  then  and  there,  no  questions  asked.  She  went  on  to  tell  me  how  she  had  begun  a  life-long 
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holiday  of  hitchhiking  wherever  any  trucker  would  take  her.  She  would  hop  in  to  the  truck,  showing 
off  the  perks  that  her  body  was  blessed  with  to  every  driver  and  ask  them  where  exactly  they  were 
going.  Annabelle  then  leaned  her  head  closer  to  me  which  had  the  gravitational  pull  to  drag  mine 
closer  in  to  hers.  She  told  me  how  she  would  ask  the  trucker  where  he  was  headed  to,  where  his  drop 
off  was.  The  trucker  would  always  tell  her  and  so  she  would  say,  "Oh,  what  a  surprise,  so  am  I!" 
then  giggle  while  squeezing  the  drivers  thigh,  putting  pressure  on  those  bright  red  fingernails. 
Annabelle  motioned  for  me  to  come  closer  with  that  red  fingernail,  that  red  fingernail  that  put  anger 
in  me,  fear  in  me,  much  like  red  does  to  a  bull.  It  tempted  me,  pushed  me  away  and  then  gripped 
back  in  to  me  and  pulled  me  back.  That  fingernail  dragged  down  my  neck  and  then  made  it's  way 
across  my  cheek  and  in  to  my  hair.  The  tip  rolled  across  my  skin  that  color  red,  the  color  of  desire 
and  passion.  Annabelle  told  me  how  she  would  tell  the  trucker  to  pull  in  to  the  next  motel  and  to  not 
ask  any  questions.  Naturally  the  driver  always  asked  questions. 

I,  as  a  younger  person,  could  never  see  myself  in  a  life  such  as  this  —  to  be  so  young,  so 
ahead  financially  and  in  all  aspects  of  "living,,  to  feel  the  need  of  true  compassion.  True  compassion 
is  the  understanding  of  one  self  because  only  till  someone  knows  oneself  can  they  understand  the 
compassion  of  oneself.  A  person  can  live  alone  and  never  have  the  threat  of  being  alone.  A  person 
can  live  everyday,  every  night,  every  cold  winter  night,  every  beautiful  spring  day,  without  a 
companion  because  those  who  need  the  presence  of  others  cannot  either  stand  their  own  self  or 
understand  their  own  self.  People  put  the  presence  of  others  above  the  presence  of  their  own  self 
because  they  feel  it's  "easier  for  someone  to  believe  they  know  me  than  for  me  to  know  I  haven't  got 
a  clue  on  who  I  am." 

Annabelle  knew  they  would  always  ask  questions,  and  when  they  did  she  pushed  a  knife  in 
to  them.  At  least,  that's  what  she  told  me.  At  least,  that  would  answer  the  trucks  on  the  side  of  an  off 
ramp  without  their  turn  signal  on.  I  had  to  believe  her  because  she  next  asked  me  where  I  was 
heading.  I  said,  "Home,  to  my  wife  and  kids,"  paid  for  both  of  our  meals  and  left  without  saying  a 
word,  especially  about  me  not  having  any  kids  or  even  a  wife.  Word  is  Annabelle  left  with  a  man 
named  Mark,  a  good  looking  man  but  with  a  scar  on  his  chin  which  only  attracted  certain  woman  to 
him. 

A  little  side  note,  Annabelle's  victims,  she  said,  never  died.  She  stabbed  them  in  a  part  of  the 
stomach  that  is,  she  said,  pure  mass  and  void  of  vital  organs.  Although  Annabelle  quickly  stated  that 
sometimes  people  miss  and  sometimes  the  patient  squirms. 

To  this  day  I  still  contemplate  the  sincerity  of  this  woman,  but  with  every  truck  I  see  stalled 
on  the  off  ramp  near  any  motel  I  don't  dare  stop  and  look.  If  it  was  true,  then  what's  her  motive 
behind  it  all?  Possibly  to  do  exactly  what  I  am  doing:  to  stretch  beyond  a  life  of  ordinary  madness 
and  in  to  a  world  of  unquenchable  thrill;  to  make  peace  with  herself  on  every  open  road.  The 
difference  between  me  and  her  is  that  she  brings  chaos  and  more  importantly  immortality  — 
immortality  to  perhaps  find  reason  to  get  picked  up  again  to  find  or  make  peace  within  herself  again. 
Such  a  life  of  tiny  circles  revolving  every  couple  days  could  become  tiring  and  morose,  but  I'm  sure 
the  feeling  of  piercing  the  flesh  of  another  human  being  could  be  just  the  adrenaline  jump  she  needs 
to  forget  about  all  the  things  that  drove  her  to  this  life. 

Then  again,  she  could  have  just  been  lying. 

On  the  road  hitchhikers  are  your  friends,  deadline  and  sleep  are  your  enemies,  and  the  mile 
marker  is  your  source  of  distance  and  time.  You  learn  to  pick  and  choose  your  hitchhikers  by  how 
desperate  you  are,  how  much  time  you  have,  and  how  willing  you  are  to  get  in  depth  with  a  complete 
stranger,  how  much  soul  you  have  to  give  that  day  to  a  cloaked  soul  in  the  passenger  seat.  I  pick  up 
almost  every  hitchhiker  I've  passed  except  for  the  one's  with  full  beards.  In  my  opinion  a  beard 
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symbolizes  covertness.  It's  the  sign  of  a  person  shadowing  themselves,  taking  their  chance  to 
conceal  from  the  world.  That's  the  sole  reason  I  have  for  keeping  my  beard  full,  that  and  the  child 
like  look  I  obtain  by  shaving. 

Mark  was  a  grad  student  on  his  way  to  New  York  to  attempt  a  career  in  theater.  His  mother 
and  father  were  actors  in  plays  as  well  as  their  parents  before  them.  He  told  me  that  the  greatest  gift 
in  the  world,  beyond  the  minds  of  scientists,  beyond  the  pockets  of  wealthy  people,  beyond  the 
stomachs  of  astronauts  to  be  able  to  see  the  world  from  space,  was  the  ability  to  play  the  part  of 
anybody.  To  see  a  person  on  the  street.  To  hear  them  speak,  see  them  walk,  run,  drink  coffee.  To 
follow  their  eye  movements.  Then  to  copy  everything  that  is  their  decor.  To  become  the  replica  of 
their  outer  shell  as  much  as  physically  possible.  To  be  anybody,  anytime,  anywhere,  and  to  be 
believable."  As  I  shifted  in  to  fourth  gear  just  after  the  on  ramp  I  stared  down  at  the  man  in  the 
passenger  in  the  car  to  the  left  of  my  truck.  I  watched  his  hand  movements  as  he  spoke,  the  way  he 
grabbed  and  sipped  his  coffee.  As  I  stared  and  studied  the  personal  demographics  of  this  man,  Mark 
yelled  and  I  watched  the  front  end  of  my  truck  begin  to  tip  as  the  front  wheel  crossed  in  to  the  terrain 
on  the  right.  As  the  truck  steadied  back  on  to  the  road  I  glanced  at  Mark  and  waited  for  his  next 
words.  They  came  about  twenty  minutes  later  when  he  continued,  "I  can  be  Bruce  from  Kansas, 
Brent  from  Colorado,  Carl  from  California,  and  so  on.  I  can  appear  and  disappear  to  only  reappear 
as  somebody  completely  different.  Clerks  at  grocery  stores  wouldn't  ever  remember  me  if  I  came  in 
every  day." 

"But  won't  they  recognize  your  face?" 

"They  can  only  recognize  because  the  next  week  I  could  be  in  with  a  different  accent.  It 
plants  the  seed  of  doubt.  People  react  negatively  towards  a  seed  of  doubt.  Generally  people  refuse  to 
act  with  a  seed  of  doubt.  A  single  seed  of  doubt  is  just  a  rolling  stone  gathering  moss.  I  could  live  the 
rest  of  my  life  without  every  having  to  bare  a  day  as  myself." 

I  smiled  and  said,  "How  do  you  do,  Carl  from  California  was  it?" 

"Ha  ha  ha.  Carl  from  California  was  bad,  I  know." 

"You  could  have  done  better." 

Mark  was  dropped  off  in  New  Jersey  which  he  said  was  close  enough.  It  would  only  be  a  day 
or  two  more  of  traveling  before  he  reached  New  York  and  dug  his  feet  in.  I  remember  seeing  a 
picture  of  Mark  in  some  magazine  for  his  acting.  He  said  nothing  of  his  ways  of  deceiving  the 
common  public.  Although,  I  know  in  my  heart  every  time  someone  came  up  to  him  in  the  street  to 
get  his  autograph  he  would  place  the  persona  of  Carl  from  California,  or  Brent  from  Colorado,  or 
Bruce  from  Kansas. 

According  to  Mark... he  was  Mark  from  Ohio.  I  picked  him  up  in  Ohio,  but  by  the  looks  of 
him  he  was  probably  about  5  days  in  to  his  traveling.  Mark  from  Ohio  just  has  another  story  to  tell  to 
the  guys  at  the  bar  or  to  the  kids  when  he  gets  them  and  so  do  I  when  I  get  mine. 

The  tattered  scrap  metal  that  used  to  be  your  mid-sized  sedan  or  you  newest,  safest  minivan 
is  sprawled  out  across  the  deserted  highway.  The  flesh  and  bone  of  several  family  members, 
including  yourself  lay  at  peace  with  that  scrap  metal,  singed  in  the  structure  of  that  metal.  Your  teeth 
can  be  found  on  the  floor  with  blood  from  your  mouth  on  the  steering  wheel  because  your  safe  car 
neglected  to  inflate  the  air  bag.  Your  families  bodies  lay  on  all  sides  of  the  road,  torn  and  tattered. 
Maybe  you  survived  for  a  while  after  impact  with  the  guardrail,  the  speeding  foreign  car,  the 
minivan  packed  with  a  family  just  like  yours,  the  business  man  half  drunk  after  a  bar  night  with  his 
friends,  or  even  a  highway  patroller  and  maybe  you  were  killed  on  impact.  Maybe  your  still 
conscious  and  screaming  as  they  hall  you  in  the  back  of  the  ambulance.  Whatever  the  scenario  may 

45 


be  I  just  wanted  to  personally  thank  you  for  working  better  than  any  cup  of  coffee  in  the  middle  of 
the  night. 

The  number  of,  as  well  as  the  severity  of,  accidents  that  I  have  seen  have  caused  a  callous  on 
my  soul  for  the  deaths  of  the  highway.  There  are  only  so  many  crushed  skulls  you  can  witness  before 
your  ability  to  cope  with  the  next  crushed  skull  heightens.  It's  only  a  while  after  your  good  will  runs 
out  that  you  begin  hating  that  man,  woman,  or  teenager  because  their  causing  you  to  drive  the  whole 
next  day  and  night  for  putting  you  back  a  couple  hours.  Time  can  only  be  measured  by  deadlines.  At 
first  I  was  ashamed  of  myself  for  becoming  a.  "heartless  monster",  I  believe  is  what  1  called  myself, 
but  before  long  blood  becomes  just  a  colored  liquid  and  if  you  drive  fast  enough  a  dead  body  is  just 
a  passing  blob  unrecognizable  to  the  eye.  And  that's  all  that  really  matters;  "What  you  recognize  and 
what  you  allow  yourself  to  recognize.  The  difference  between  understanding  and  noticing  is  what 
separate  capable  men  from  incapable  men."  That's  what  really  mattered  to  Faith,  which  ended  up 
really  mattering  to  me. 

Faith  was  the  daughter  of  a  cult  leader  in  Nebraska  whose  father  inevitably  "drank  the 
punch"  as  some  would  say.  Problem  is  what  they  drank  were  bullets  and  they  were  in  the  punch 
bowl  that  was  an  automatic  shotgun.  He  shot  her  wife  and  her  two  brothers  along  with  the  rest  of  his 
cult  just  as  Faith  ran  out  of  the  house  crying  with  blood  covering  her  little  Teenage  Mutant  Ninja 
Turtles  shirt.  She  said  she  could  remember  it  was  that  shirt  because  the  red  stood  out  on  the  white 
which  was  the  majority  of  the  color  of  the  shirt  and  because  the  foster  home  she  went  to  burned  it 
after  she  moved  in.  She  lived  in  9  different  foster  homes  throughout  her  life  before  she  was 
emancipated  from  the  loveless  households  she  once  lived.  "You  can't  blame  these  people"  she  said, 
"they  get  kids  shoved  in  to  their  homes  anywhere  from  every  six  months  to  a  year  before  they  are 
sent  off  somewhere  else." 

I  picked  up  Faith  on  the  outskirts  of  Nebraska.  I  was  the  first  person  she  ever  hitchhiked 
with.  She  hopped  in  and  immediately  shook  my  hand  as  if  I  was  her  lawyer  and  just  had  her  ridden 
of  all  charges  on  a  murder  case.  She  dropped  her  big  army  bag  full  of  clothes  and  personal  items.  I 
would  imagine  and  said  she  stared  a  hole  between  my  eyes,  "I'm  Faith."  She  was  one  of  those 
people  who  would  just  look  at  you  in  a  way  that  it  hurt  to  look  back,  the  type  of  eyes  that  you  can't 
look  back  in  to,  even  if  you're  the  kind  of  person  who  can  look  in  to  another's  eyes. 

Faith  told  me  she  had  just  got  back  in  to  her  old  town  about  six  months  ago.  It  was  the  first 
time  since  the  shooting  that  she  returned.  She  had  some  moderate  apartment  and  a  good  paying  job 
as  a  car  salesman.  So  I  asked  why  she  left  and  she  told  me,  "Once  everyone  found  out  I  was  the 
daughter  of  the  infamous  shotgunning  cult  leader  I  got  fired.  Every  time  I  went  out  people  whispered 
and  pointed.  I  was  put  in  to  a  very  small  stereotype  of,  "survivors  of  a  traumatic  experience"  and 
"members  of  one  fucked  up  gene  pool.  People  have  a  way  of  indirectly  pushing  others  away  from 
them  when  they  really  should  be  comforting  them."  This  is  the  moment  when  I  reached  over  and 
rubbed  a  falling  tear  off  her  cheek. 

After  my  hand  returned  to  the  wheel  is  when  I  noticed  the  flashing  lights  and  the  two  cars 
that  resembled  two  crushed  pop  cans.  It's  when  we  noticed  the  chalk  outline  and  the  splatter  of 
blood  covering  the  road.  The  officer  was  laying  that  sawdust  like  material  along  the  road.  The  other 
chalk  outline  still  encasing  the  full  grown  body.  It's  then  we  noticed  all  the  cars  on  both  sides  of  the 
highway  slowing  down  to  get  a  glimpse  so  they  can  look  away  in  disgust  and  mention  to  their 
passengers  how  sad  and  disgusting  that  is.  "Funny"  I  say  and  Faith's  head  turns  to  me,  eyes  burning 
bright.  "What's  funny?" 

"It's  funny  how  people  take  the  time  to  look  at  something  to  turn  their  heads  away  from.  Like 
people  going  to  see  a  honor  movie  to  cover  their  eyes.  Like  people  going  to  a  theme  park  to  watch 
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their  friends  go  on  all  the  rides.  Like  slowing  down  to  see  a  dead  body  and  look  away  just  so  they 
can  seem  sensitive  when  they  say  'How  horrible.  Oh,  I  feel  so  sorry  for  them  and  their  family'. " 

She  smiled,  "It  is  funny." 

I  smiled  back  and  we  passed  57m  accident  I've  seen  since  I  started  driving.  We  were  the  only 
two  people  smiling  as  we  passed  what  would  be  the  climax  of  any  sad  ending  movie.  It  was  ours  to 
watch,  this  movie,  It  was  the  sad  ending  of  a  movie  or  a  book:  the  loss  of  our  main  character's  life  in 
a  tragic  car  accident.  Sure,  there  was  still  time  for  a  couple  doors  to  be  closed,  a  couple  gaps  to  be 
filled.  Maybe  a  screaming  wife  or  a  teary  eyed  child  next  to  the  hospital  bed  as  his  father  passed,  but 
we  didn't  care  to  know  the  end.  We  were  miles  away  already  and  all  we  needed  was  the  culmination 
point. 

It's  after  I  dropped  her  off  and  finished  the  delivery  that  I  stopped  for  one  more  cup  of  coffee 
at  that  diner  I  mentioned.  I  told  the  stories  I  earned  from  a  couple  years  on  the  road.  I  had  my  crowd 
and  all  the  attention  I  once  gave  to  anyone  else  in  that  diner  and  after  I  told  the  stories,  these  stories, 
I  left  for  home  and  left  the  life  of  the  road  for  good. 
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Je  Suis  Tombee  Dans  les  Pommes 
By  Lisa  Svviderski 

It  was  the  twenty — eighth  day  of  August  in  1998.  The  sun  was  scorching  on  the  blackened 
pavement.  There  was  not  one  cloud  in  the  crystal  blue  sky.  It  was  one  of  those  days  when  you  could 
crack  an  egg  and  fry  it  on  the  pavement.  I  remember  the  day  like  it  was  yesterday.  I  was  a  freshman 
flute  player  in  the  high  school  band.  Ever  since  I  saw  my  brother  play  the  trumpet  in  the  high  school 
band,  it  was  always  a  dream  of  mine  to  be  in  one.  I  had  just  survived  a  week  of  hell,  band  camp,  so  I 
thought  I  was  on  top  of  the  world.  I  thought  I  could  survive  anything. 

Just  my  luck,  the  first  major  performance  fell  on  the  hottest  day  of  the  year.  The  mercury  had 
risen  into  the  high  nineties.  The  heat  index  was  well  above  one  hundred.  I  was  thankful  our  director 
had  implemented  summer  uniforms.  Our  regular  uniforms  were  made  of  wool,  and  attached  to  the 
jacket  was  a  heavy  cape  that  weighed  about  five  pounds,  at  least  it  seemed  like  it  did.  Our  summer 
uniforms  consisted  of  black  drill  master  marching  shoes,  black  socks,  black  pants,  and  a  gray  polo 
shirt.  With  all  of  this  black,  our  director  was  asking  for  trouble. 

Our  first  major  performance  was  to  perform  a  parade  through  the  downtown  area.  From 
there,  we  would  perform  a  mini  concert  consisting  of  our  field  show  songs  and  our  parade  song.  The 
parade  went  very  well.  There  were  a  lot  of  people  cheering  us  on,  and  they  even  followed  us  to 
watch  our  concert.  Since  band  camp,  I  realized  how  hard  it  was  and  how  much  energy  it  took  to  hold 
my  instrument,  play  my  instrument,  and  march  all  at  the  same  time.  We  started  our  concert.  It  was 
going  great.  I  got  through  the  first  song,  and  half  way  through  the  second  song  without  a  problem. 
From  there,  everything  hit  a  sour  note. 

I  began  to  get  warm,  very  warm,  overheated  even.  I  managed  to  make  it  through  the  rest  of 
our  field  show  songs,  and  we  were  playing  our  parade  song.  My  body  was  getting  more  and  more 
overheated.  Sweat  was  dripping  off  my  face.  I  decided  to  stop  playing  and  concentrate  on  holding  up 
my  instrument  and  moving  my  feet.  By  this  time,  my  feet  felt  like  they  had  melted.  My  body  stopped 
sweating,  a  bad  sign.  My  thoughts  became  scattered  and  rapid.  My  concentration  dwindled.  Left. 
Right.  Left.  Left.  Right.  Left.  Right.  Right.  Wait,  that  is  not  right.  I  found  it  hard  to  keep  my 
instrument  up.  My  mind  began  to  hallucinate  drinking  a  cold  glass  of  water.  It  was  getting  hard  to 
stand.  My  feet  were  barely  moving,  and  when  they  were,  they  were  moving  at  the  wrong  time.  My 
body  began  to  sway  back  and  forth.  I  was  beginning  to  lose  my  balance.  My  vision  was  going  blurry. 
My  knees  collapsed  from  under  me.  My  vision  went  dark.  A  hush  fell  on  the  crowd,  and  I  jiggled 
like  jell-o  to  the  pavement.  Lying  there  unconscious,  I  saw  a  tree  with  huge,  red  delicious  apples. 
The  sun  was  hot  and  shining  brightly.  And  suddenly  all  the  apples  fell.  The  tree  could  not  take  the 
weight  of  all  the  apples  any  more.  When  the  apples  fell,  I  was  standing  under  the  tree.  An  apple  hit 
me  on  the  head.  Then  another  and  another  fell,  and  those  hit  me  too.  The  sun  had  taken  its  toll  on 
me,  and  I  fell  over.  I  fell  onto  the  pile  of  red  apples. 

When  I  regained  consciousness,  I  found  my  head  between  a  man's  knees.  Quite  a  strange 
situation  I'd  say.  My  clothes  were  soaked  with  water,  very  cold  water.  My  skin  was  covered  with 
goose  bumps.  There  was  a  crowd  of  band  moms,  all  of  who  just  happened  to  be  nurses,  hovering 
over  me.  And  oh  yeah,  that  man —  he  was  a  paramedic.  They  were  all  asking  me  questions.  What  is 
your  name?  Where  are  you?  What  day  is  it?  I  answered  all  questions  correctly.  I  knew  who  I  was, 
where  I  was,  and  what  had  happened  to  me.  Before  I  knew  it,  my  head  was  in  a  neck  brace;  I  was 
placed  on  a  backboard,  lifted  onto  a  stretcher,  and  put  into  an  ambulance. 

It  was  the  first  ambulance  ride  of  my  life.  It  would  have  been  better  if  I  could  have  seen 
everything.  The  paramedic  insisted  on  taking  me  to  the  hospital,  and  he  also  insisted  on  giving  me  an 
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IV.  It  was  not  too  painful,  except  that  they  had  to  stick  me  four  times  before  they  found  a  vein.  Once 
I  arrived  at  the  hospital,  they  put  me  in  an  emergency  room.  A  doctor  came  in  and  asked  me  to 
wiggle  my  fingers  and  toes,  which  I  did.  He  also  asked  me  my  name  and  what  had  happened  to  me. 
Once  again,  I  passed  the  questions  with  flying  colors.  The  doctor  released  me.  I  could  finally  go 
home.  A  nurse  came  in  to  take  out  the  IV,  and  my  parents  came  to  take  me  home. 

I  was  feeling  a  little  bit  weak,  but  otherwise  okay.  The  next  day  at  school  was  quite  an 
interesting  day.  It  was  high  school,  so,  of  course,  rumors  were  spreading  about  what  had  happened  to 
me.  Various  people  had  come  up  to  me  asking  where  my  cast  was.  My  cast?  That  is  strange.  Why 
would  I  have  a  cast?  This  person  had  heard  that  I  had  a  broken  arm.  All  day  long,  people  asked 
about  my  broken  arm,  my  broken  leg,  and  my  concussion.  Someone  even  asked  me  if  I  had  had  a 
seizure!  The  rumors  actually  made  light  of  the  situation.  I  found  them  quite  hilarious.  At  the  next 
band  practice,  our  director  talked  about  what  we  should  do  if  we  were  going  to  faint,  or  as  the 
French  would  say,  fall  into  the  apples. 
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•  Please  include  a  cover  sheet  (with  your  name,  address,  and  phone  number)  with  the  work  you 
submit.  Please  identify  yourself  as  a  current  or  former  student  or  a  present  or  former  faculty  or 
staff  member.  Works,  however,  will  be  judged  anonymously. 


• 


Except  for  original  artwork,  submissions  will  not  be  returned. 

Editorial  changes  may  be  made  for  readability. 

All  work  should  be  sent  to  wordeater@jjc.edu  or  through  the  Wordeater's  webpage:  http:// 
www.jjc.edu/Dept/EnglishAVordeater  . 

WORDEATER 

wordeater  @  jj  c  .edu 
Joliet  Junior  College 

1215  Houbolt  Road 
Joliet,  IL  60431-8938 
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Wordeater  #116 

Wordeater  is  the  biannual  literary  /  arts  magazine  of  Joliet  Junior  College.  The  magazine 
prints  submissions  from  current  and  former  students,  staff  and  faculty.  The  magazine  ac- 
cepts original,  creative  works  of  any  kind,  including  poetry,  plays,  short  fiction,  translations, 
personal  or  literary  essays,  interviews,  autobiographical  prose,  photography,  graphic  art  and 
other  reproducable  artworks.  Please  submit  work  to  wordeater@jjc.edu  or  to  S.  Murphy, 
English  /  Foreign  Languages  Deptartment. 


Editorial  Board 


Cindi  Knox  John  Muzzi 

Barbara  Messel       Lisa  Raimondi 


Matt  Grazulis 
Joshua  Stan- 


Faculty  Advisor 

Stacey  V.  Santoro-Murphy 

Assistant  Professor  of  English 

*An  editorial  board,  composed  each  semester,  reviews  the  submissions  to  make  determinations  about  what  will  be 
published  in  that  semester's  issue.  If  you  are  interested  in  becoming  a  member  of  the  ditorial  board,  or  in  becoming 
an  editorial  assisnat ,  please  send  a  letter  of  interest  to  wordeater@jjc.edu. 


Awards 

A  special  note  of  thanks 

goes  out  to  Adam  Heidenreich,  Assistant  Professor  of  English,  who 

served  as  the  guest  judge  for  the  Wordeater  #116  awards. 

Poetry 

The  John  Stobart  Award  for  Poetry  was  established  in  honor  of  the  founder  and  guiding  light  of  Wordeater.  John  Stobart.  As  faculty  sponsor,  he 
shepherded  it  through  106  issues.  He  retired  from  JJC's  English  /  Foreign  Languages  Department  in  1999. 

Symbols 

by  David  Doran 

Parade 

by  Ian  Wright 

Short  Fiction 

Distrito  Federal 
by  Irving  Gamboa 

Fuel  Injection 
by  Nick  Billone 

Back  Cover  Art 
The  Realization 

by  Shi 
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